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[DEDICATION. | 


To my Generous 


[SUBSCRIBERS. 


OOD Poets are benefits to mankind ; 
their labours are mirrors to the mind; 
ſince, by them, we may diſtinguiſh 
virtue from vice ; ſtrengthen | the one, and cor- 
rect the other. 

Every well-regulated theatre, where their 
works are exhibited, is a farther emolument to 
the public; and fince every amuſement muſt 
be purchaſed, that, certainly, will be moſt eli- 


gible, that mends the mind, and leaves no re- 
morſe after it. | 


GREECE, and Rome, beſtow'd more a 


© their public theatres, than on the triumph of 
their conquering generals; and their youth were 
made wiſe, and virtuous, by their dennen re- 


| \ preſentations. 


Trar great ſtateſman, carditia] RICH E. 


i 21 thought public theatres ſo eſſential to 
F the improvement and grandeur of his nation, 
that, if death had not prevented him, he wou'd 
f bare erected two at the public charge, equal 
to thoſe of Athens and Rome. 


How was our noble ſiſter torn to pieces with 


] inteſtine rage, murder, and uſurpation ? When 


A 2 the 
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the theatres were abandon'd, for canting and 
hypocriſy; the mitre and croſier ſuffer'd * 
the buſkin and ſock. It was criminal, then, 
read even our immortal Shakeſpear. 25 
was profane; and the ſtage an abomination! © 
only fit to be thrown among the lumber of 
crowns and ſceptres, thoſe Uunneceflhry ſymbols I 
of monarchy, _ 

But ikea the clouded Sun of majeſty. once 
more ſhot forth his enlivening ray, hateful hy- 
pocriſy fled with all her miſts about ber; the 
muſes, with the theatre, revived and flouriſh'd 


with our religion, liberties, and laws ; and peace, 


the nurſe of plenty, ſmiled again. 1 
Tx theatre, in all civilized nations, is al- 
low'd the. moſt noble and rational amuſement ; 
therefore, that director, who takes the greateſt 
Pains to entertain us, (not only exhibiting the 
beſt pieces, and procuring every. auxiliary to the 
drama) deſerves our thanks, with the reward of 
his labour. Truth will ever ſpeak for itſelf - 
And I may, with great juſtice affirm, that, by 
the judicious induſtry of the , preſent director, 
our theatres may vie, in decency and decorum, 
with any of its neighbours. 
Ix, in any of the following dramatic pieces, 
I have reſcued, from oblivion, thoſe that can 
give the leaſt ſatisfaction, I have my utmoſt 
wiſh ; and beg leave to ſubſcribe myſelt, 


Tour truly obedient Servant, 
= The EDITOR, 


20 W. R. CHETWoOOD. 
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L I TY 
or - 
St. PATRICK 


£ 3 HIS illuſtrious ſaint, was born at a village called 
Banaven, ſituated on the utmoſt bounds of Bri- 
| tain, on the borders of Scotland. His father, 
Culpburnius, and grandfather, were both churchmen of 


eminence, from their 3 and piety; his mother, St. 


Concheſſa, was niece to the biſhop of Tours *, a prelate 


of exemplary life. Authors differ in the time of his birth; 


but Us/her fixes it on the 5th of 4pril, 371, of our redem 
tion; but, in another author, his birth is fix d on the 4th, 
373, which ſeems the true date, ſince St, Patrick died. 
in 493, in the 120th year of his age. 

He was educated with the utmoſt care, by his parents ;- 
and his {weet temper, in his childhood, made him the de- 
light of all that knew him. es 

In the 16th year of his age, in a coaſting voyage, he 


Was taken by fea rovers, and ſold as a ſlave, where he 


ſerved fix years, attending the cattle of his maſter in the 
county of Antrim, where he behaved himſelf fo juſt, that, 
at the end of fix years, his maſter gave him his liberty, 
from whence he return'd to the place of his nativity, where 
he reſided two years, planting, in his mind, the ſeeds of 
virtue, religion, and learning. But intending another 
voyage, he had ſcarce ſet fail, before he was once more 
taken by pyrates, and fold again into Ireland: however, 
he did not continue captive above two months, &er hawas 


redeemed, | 


After a ſhort ſtay, he went on a pilgrimage to Rome, 
and, in his journey, waited on St. Germain, and his uncle 
* Tours, the capital city of Touraine in France. 


%. -o 


& The Life of &. PATRICK. 


St. Martin, biſhop of Tours: both theſe learned men, 


„ „and improved him for the divine legation. 
en he arrived at Rome, he was inſtantly made regular 
Fuc 


non of the Lateran church, where he finiſhed his divine 
dies, and was a pattern to all, for his holy life. He was 
ſent miffionary to the iſles of the Mediterranean, where he 
made numbers of true chriſtians. In this holy work, he 
wore out near 30 years, and, in his return to Rowe, (where 
the fame of his ſanity had travelled before him) he was 
tent to reland to propagate, in that kingdom, the holy 
chriſtian faith, in the room of Paladius, who had made 
but ſlow progreſs in the pious undertaking; in which his 
aſſiduous labours, he gained juſtly the title of the patron 
of Ireland. He fix d his ſee at Armagh, then called 
Drumſallech, from the multiplicity of fallow trees growing 
around it. The appellative of Armagh, was given from 
its ſituation, ſignifying an high place. Never did religion 
reign with ſuch ſweet rule in ſo ſhort a time; inſomuch, 
that Ireland was called The iſiand of ſaints, and all Europe 
ſent their youth to ſtudy here, as the fountain-head of divine 
learning, which illuſtrated many diſtant nations with eru- 
dition and morality. „ . 
T bis illuſtrious faint, at his baptiſm, was called Succorh, 
1. e. great in war. The name of Patrick was given him 
by pope Celeſtine, as a mark of honour and diſtinction, 


meaning the ſame high dignity and privilege as the ancient 


"Roman Patricii. = 
Hie made himſelf maſter of the ib language, in his 
" captivity, when he kept the hogs of his patron Mile ho, on 
the mountain Slieu Mis, in the county of Antrim, and was 
much beloved by his maſter, for his piety, care, and inte- 


| Sk is enough to ſay, that this holy ſaint enlightened this 


dark iſland, with the beams of the chriſtian religion; heaven 
bleſſed him with many miracles to enforce his doctrine, 
which open'd the eyes of the obſtinate and ignorant, and 
ſhew'd them the true path to heaven; therefore I ſhall end 
with the poet, 
Thus chriſtians guided by the heavenly ray, 
E Muſt ſhut their eyes, if they miſtake their way. 
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" - An AccounT ob ile” 
IAUTHOR, 


JAMES SHIRLS v, Eſq; 


As born in the year 1594, and was of St. John's 
W college, Oxford, at the time when archhiſhop Laud 


was preſident of that college. Our author was in- 
tended for the pulpit, and therefore made divinity his chief 
ſtudy; but Laud objected againſt him, for no other reaſon, than 
- % thatnaturehad planted a mole on his cheek, (a poor objection 
> from ſo great a man): Upon this refuſal, he paid his court 
to the muſes, who, with open arms, received him. Soon 
after this, he embraced the Roman religion, which was no 
> objection in gaining a commiſſion in the army, thro' the 
- intereſt of his great friend and patron, Helis, duke of 
> Newcaſtle. In the great and deplorable fire of London, in 
s 1666, in the 72d year of his age, he, and his ſecond 
2 * wife, were drove from their houſe in Hier- ſtreet, and took 
S 2 ſhelter at a friend's in St. Giles's in the fields (as it is ſtill 
- called, tho' now above half a mile ſurrounded with build- 
ing) where the fright, their loſſes, and the infirmities of 
8 age, both he and wife expired in one day. | 
1 Mr. Shirley was claſſed in the firſt rank with the poets of 
„ bis time, and his dramatic works were in the higheſt 
1 eeſteem, as I doubt not but this play of St. PATRICK, 
d will prove him maſter of his art : His dramatic works are 
as follow, viz. | 
1 The Changes, or love in a maze, a comedy, 1632. 
2 Contention for honour and riches, a maſque, 1633. 
3 Honoria and Mammon, a maſque, 1633. 
4 The witty fair one, a comedy, 1633. 
| 5 The 


8 The Life of Aus SHIRLEY, E/; 
5 The Traytor, a tragedy, 1635. | 
6 The young Admiral, de den, 1637. 
7 The Example, a tragi-comedy, 1637. 
8 Hyde-Park, a comedy, 1637. 
9 The Gameſter, a comedy, 163 7. 
10 The Royal Maſter, a tragi-comedy, 1638. 
11 The Duke's Miſtreſs, a tragi-comedy, 1638. 
12 The Lady of Pleaſure, a comedy, 1638. 
13 The Maid's Revenge, a tragedy, 1638. 
14 Chabot, admiral of France, a tragedy, 1639. 
I5 The Ball, a comedy, 1639. : 
16 Arcadia, a paſtoral, 1640. 1 
17 The Humourous Courtier, a comedy, 1640. 
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[ 18 St. Patrick for Ireland, a tragi-comedy, 1640. 
[| 19 Love's Cruelty, a tragedy, 1640. 

|| 20 The Triumphs of beauty, a maſque, 1646. 

[| 21 The Siſters, a comedy, 1652. 

| 22 The Brothers, a comedy, 1652. 

1 23 The Doubtful Heir, a tragi-comedy, 1652. 

[| 24 The Court Secret, a tragi-comedy, 1653. 


25 The Impoſtor, a tragi-comedy, 1653. 
26 The Politician, a tragedy, 1655. | 
27 The Grateful Servant, a tragi-comedy, 1655. 
288 The Gentleman of Venice, a tragi-comedy, 1655. 
2.9 Contention of Ajax and Ulyſſes, a maſque, 1658. 
30 Cupid and Death, a maſque, 1658. 

31 Love Tricks, a comedy, 1659. 
3 32 The Conſtant Maid, a comedy, 1659. 

| 33 The Opportunity, a comedy, 1659. 


Þ 34 The Wedding, a eomedy, 1659. 

„ 35 A Bird in the cage, a comedy, 1 660. 
36 The Coronation, a comedy, 1660. 
37 The cardinal, a tragedy, 1661. | | 
38 Andromana, or the Merchant's Wife, a tragedy, 1662. 
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ET HNE, 


THE 


Lrocan Vs, Monarch of Ireland. 
Cox xBREus, 


8 his Sons. 
ConaLLvs, - | 


Dich, a Nobleman. 


FzRocnvus 
829 £ his Sons. 
Ex DARTus, | 


Mir cno, à great Officer. 


Ax chIMAe us, the chief Prieſt, a Magician. 


Two other Prieſts. 
St. PATRICK. 


Victor, his Angel-Guardiant 


A Bard, 


| Rovananr, Az cnnacys s Servant. 


Soldiers. 
Angels. 
Religions Men. 


QuEEN. 
by her Daughters. 


FEDELLA, 
qc MiLcHno's Daughter. 


NAMES of the ACTORS, 


9 


n een c 


. 


| E are undone! | - 195 1 58 
2d Mag. We are loſt! F 3 0 
5 Arc. Not ſo, your fears 
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K. PATRICK 
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IREL ae 


Enter Archimagus, and two other Magicians, at ſever al 


Doors. | 


iſt MAGICIAN. FORDS Ee ON” 72 


Wi e you n not, great prieſts of Fove and gaturn; 
Shall we, that awe the furies, at Whoſe chafrm 
Hell itſelf quakes, be frighted with a ſlnadoõ-w o. 
A tame, a naked churchman, and his trie 
Of auſtere ſtarved faces? No! this kingdom 3 
Shall ſtill be ours, and flouriſh; every Altar 23 
Breathe incenſe to our N nd hive with Hlames,. £3 
To ſtrike this chriſtian blind. | 79 
iſt Mag. This is but air: 
He is now landing, every wad he prints 


9 Upon this earth, will make it Broan. FJ 


Arc. Are not 


1 The havens: ſtrengthen' d by the king' 4 command | 


With ſoldiers, to watch that 1 none arrive 
With this ſuſpicion; ?- '. 
2d Mag. But we, that can 


; Command armies from hell for our deſign, Y 
i And 0m him, now ſtand and benumm' d, 


And 


14 St. PA 2 K JC K for Jreland. 


And ſhall grow here ridiculous ſtatues. III 
Muſter my fiends. h 
1ſt Mag. And if I have not loſft 3 
My power, the fpirits ſhall obey to drown " 
This ftr aggler, and ſecure this threatenꝰd iſland.” © [go Sx F 
Arc. 892 ay, which of you can boaſt more — den 5 1 
For every ſpirit you; Pet =" my ſpells | 
Can raiſe a legion ; you know 1 141 | 
Untenant hell, diſpeople | the wide air, 
Where, like innumerous atoms, the black genii 1 
Hover, and neſtle one another; al! | 1 
That haunt the woods and waters, all i' th? dark = 9 
And ſelitary chambers of the earth, nn,, _ 
| Break through their adamantine chains, and fly 
Like lightning to my will: and ſhall,- your factions _ + 
| And petty ar dere von with the fiends 
| Attempt this werk, without my voice and couneil? 
Who. brought you firſt acquainted with the devil? 
| Did not my art? 
1ſt Mag. We are diſciples to * 
| The great Archimagus. 95 „„ 
2d Mag. We acknowledge all "78. 4 \ N. 7 
Our art derived from you. | 1 A 
iſt Mag. But, in this juſtice to our gods, we babe 4 
Our geds chief prieſt will give us leave 1 
Arc. Yes, and confirm it, and applaud your! al, 
| My fellows both in ſacred arts and prieſthood: 5 c 
| Go on, I praiſe your reſolution : | E of 11 
ſpirit gave intelligence before 2 77 ©) NF 17 
of gig approach, an „ by all circumſtance, 14 
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| opheſy doth point this chriſtian prieſt 
| The Ja ubverſion of our Iſle; but we, 
| Like maſters of all deſtirtiy, wall break 


| His fate, and bruiſe him in his infancy i 431i 
| Of danger to this kingdom; — fly, and be 1} MF 
| Arm'd to your wiſhes : Spirits thay attend you, . 1 
And the whole power of kell.  [Exeunt Magi dane. 11 
This news affrights me, * C 
Howe er I ſeem to fwell with confidence, "8 8 
This is the man, and this the revolution, | C 
Fix'd for the change of ſacrifice foretold, Wn ” 


And threaten'd in this fatal propheſy : Ft i 8 ö 


St. PAT RJ C for Ireland. 15 
A man [hall come into this land, | | 
Mitb ſhaven crown; and in his hand 
A crooked ſtaff; he ſhall command, 
And in the eafl his table ſtand; 
From his warm lips a ſtream ſhall flow, 
To make rocks me.t, and churches grow, 
Where, while he ſings, our goas ſhall bow, 
And all our kings his law allow. He reads. 
This, this is the vexation | 
Enter ENDAR10S. 
Eng. Sir, the Kingt 
Arc. What of the King? . 
End. Is troubled, ſick, diſtracted. 
Arc. How? 3 
End. With a dream; he has no peace within him; 
You muſt, with all haſte, viſit him; we ſliall 
Suſpect his death elſe. 1 85 e 


Enter FEROCHUS. | 
Fer. Mighty Prieſt, as you 


Reſpect the ſafety of the King, you muſt 

Make haſte; the court is up in arms, and he 

Calls for his ſword. | 

Arc. You fright me, gentlemen : | OE 

Rebellion in the court; who are the Traytors ? 
Fer. His own wild thoughts, and apprehenſion 

Of what he ſays, was in his ſleep preſented. 

He calls upon his guard, and rails upon *em 

When they appear with no more arms, and ſwears 

That every man ſhall wear a tun of iron. 


Enter CoNALLUS. 
End. The prince. 


Con. The King, impatient of your abſence, Sir, 

Hath left the court, and, by ſome few attended, 
Is coming hither, laden with fear and weapons; 
He talks of ſtrange things in his dream, and frights 
Our ears with an invaſion ; that his crown | 
Sits trembling on his head; unleſs your wiſdom 
Clear his dark fears, we are undone, 

1 | a B 2 Are. 


65 St. PATR OK for Freland 
Arc. He's here. | 3 - 
Enter King Lx 06 aR10s,. ; Convuxuve, Dre o, | 
How fares the king? | 
Leo. Dear Archi magus, 1 I 
We want ws. ſkill t' interpret a black dream 1 
1 had laſt night, my fancy is ſtill ſick on't, - 1 
And, with the very — 1 
1 4 much of my foul diſſolve, and, through „„ 
My frighted pores, creep from me in a ſweat. I 
1 thall have nothing in me but a bath, 4 
Unleſs thou do repair my lan ſtung eſſence F 
i With thy great art and Pa 
| Arc. Give me, fir, 


| 
| 
| 
| The particular of your dream: 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Leo. They 8 not . it: | 
Yet ſtay ; the Eel: it be thine, 
| Is oral, and — darken ad ; 
| Methought, Archimagus, as I was praying | 
! P th' temple near the fea, my queen, my ſons, Y | 
| Daughters, and train of my nobility | 11 
ö Proftrate beſore the Altar, on the fudden 
| The roof did open, and, from bade a flame, 
| Deicending on the images of our 
| Began to burn their ſacred brows, "1 which 
Many deſormed worms, and hideous ſerpents 
Came crawlifig forth, and rs unto our throats, 
| Where, with 1 horrid cire es, 255 1 
| We were almoſt ſtrangled; in this fright ou 
| We fled out of the 1 and, as oon * 
| We ſaw a pale man, coming From the lea, 
| Attended by a tribe of reverend men, 
At whoſe approach, the {erpents all unchain'd 
irony ſelves and leaving our impriſon'd necks, 


PA 


t into the earth; ſtraight all that were with me, 3 

. Thad been the prodigy, forſ6ok me, 1 

My wife, my children, ode, my ſervants all, 1 

8 And fled to this pate man, who told me; I A 
Muſt ſubmit tov, humble myſelf to him, 8” 


This wither'd piece of man: at which; 'me-thought, 

I felt a trembling ſhoot through every 3 

* with the * this to BE — 8 
J waken'd. 


So ſad? 


Diter Angel VicToR, bearing a banner with a croſs -- 
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I waken'd. Now Archimagus, * f Art 
To cure thy ſoul-ſick king. 

Arc. Tis done already. 

Leo. How, my dear prieſt ? 
Arc. This pale thing ſhall not trouble you; 
He, that fo long was threaten'd to deſtroy 
Us and our gods, 1s come. 

Leo. Ha! where? 

Arc. Now landing | | 
But were the coaſts un ua; he wants power 


I 0 fight with thoſe etherial troops, that wait 


Upon the gods we' ſerve. He is now dying; 


| This minute they have blaſted him: and they, 


Above the ſpeed of wings, are flying hither 
With the glad news, be calm again, and let not 
2 2 derer diſtract your peace. 

are vaniſd 
Pee 1 y voice, thou (next our gods 
The hope of this great Iſland) haſt diſperſs'd 


ö All clouds, and made a fair ſæy again, 


My learn'd Ar chimagus. 
Enter Spirits. 
1. Sir. He is come. 
2d Spir. He is come: ER 
3d Spir. And we muſt fly. 
Leo. What voices make the” air 


Cor. They ſtrike a horror. 

Gon. They are Spirits. 

Arc. I command once more to dos him. 

1ſt Spir. In vain, great prieſt. 

2d Spir. We muſt away.. 

34 Spir. Away. | | 
Ones. We cannot, dare not ſtay. [Exeunt. 


St. PATRICK, and other priefts, in proceſſion, ſinging. 
Leo. What harmony is this? I have no power 


To do them harm; obſerve their ceremony. 


DB. 
Poſt maris ſæ vi fremitus Iernæ | 
=Þ Navitas clo * as LV}: | . 


WE St. PATRICK for TUE, , 7 


Vidimus gratim jubar enatuntes + þ 
littus inaurant. OS 

Montium quin vos jugs, voſque y lvæ, | | 

Nunc ſalutamus, chorus advenarum 

Ju! lum retro modulantur, ecce 


1 


Carbaſa —_—:.ÞTc. iv. 
Dulce: ſupremo melos occinanus 5 9 
Carminum flagrans Domino. litames - _ 4 
Gujus: erranti dabi tur popello "by = - 
Numine ſacrum. 155 8 


Leo. III ſpeak to kim. Stay, you that have preſumed 
Without our leave, to print your deſperate. foot 
Upon our country; ſay, what bold deſign oath ar 
Hath arm'd you with this inſolent noiſe to date „„ 
And fright the holy peace of this fair ile; 
Nay, in contempt of: all our gods, advance 
Your ſongs in honour of an unknown power? 

The king commands you, ſpeak. 

Pat. Unto that tithe 

Thus we lowly bow); it ſpeaks you are ally'd' 

To heaven. Great fir, we come not to diſtract 

| Your peace; look on our number; we bring no 

| Signs of flern war, no invaſive fares to draw. 

| Fe: ear or ſuſpicion, or your frowns upon us: 

ö A handful of poor naked men we are, 

Thrown on your Coaſt, whoſe arms are only prayer, 
That you wou'd not be more urimercifi.. 

Than the rough feas; ſince. ls have let us s ve: 

'To find your charity. | 

Leo. Whence are you. | 

Pat. We are of Britain, fir. 

Leo. Your name, that anſwer for the reſt ſo blah 2 7 
Par. My name is Patrick, who with theſe poor men, 

ö Beſeech you would permit. 
| Leo. No dwelling here; 

And, therefore, quit this kingdom ſpeedily, 

Or you ſhall curſe you ſaw the lend. 

Dic. Are they not ſpies? | n 

| Arc. A whirlwind ſnatch em hence „and, on d beck 12 
Of his black wings, tranſport theſe fugitives, 1 E 
And drop their curſed heads into the ſea; i pe 3 0 
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Or land 'em in fome cold remoteſt wilderneſs 
Of all the world; they muſt not here inhabit. 
Dic. Hence, or we'll force you with theſe goads;. 

Gr. Unlels + | 
You have a mind to try how well your hoods 
Can ſwim; go tradge back to your rotten bark, 
And ſteer another courſe. | 

Fer. You will find iſlands | 
Peopled with ſquirrels, rats, crows, and conies, - | 
Where you may better plant, my. reverend moles: 

End. Face about. 
| Pat. You are inhoſpitable; 

And have more flinty boſoms than the rocks 
hat bind your ſhores, and circle your fair iſland}: - 
Bat I muſt not return. | | 

Leo. How * | 

Arc. Not! ; 

Pat: Till I have OS | 
Perform'd my duty: Know, great king, I have 
Commiſſion for my ſtay. I came not hither 
Without eee, legate from him, fore 
Whoſe angry breath the rocks do break and thaw ;- 


To whoſe nod the mountains humble their proud heads; . 


* 


The earth, the water, air and heaven, is his, 
And all the ſtars that ſhine with evening flames, 
Shew but their trembling, when they wait on him: 
This ſupreme king's command, I have obey'd, 
Who ſent me hither, to bring you to hin, 
And this ſtill wandering nation, to thoſe ſprings 
Where ſouls are everlaſtingly refreſt'd ;: 
Unto thoſe gardens, whoſe immortal flowers 
Stain your imagin'd ſhades, and bleſt abodes. 

Leo. What place 1s this? 

Pat. Heaven; now a great way off. 
But not acceſſible to thoſe permit HS. 
Their precious ſouls be ſtrangled thus with miſts, - 
And falſe opinion of their gods. | 

Arc. No more! | 1 FE 


Paz. I muſt ſay more in my great maſter's cauſe; us 


„And tell you, in my dreams, he hath made me hear 
From the dark wombs of mothers, priſon'd infants. 


: Confeſſing how. their parents are miſled, 8 


= 


And 


—— 0 A 
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And calling me thus far to be their freedom. 
Have pity on yourſelves ;. be men, and let not 


A blind devotion to your painted gods. 


Dic. He does blaipheme ! Accept me Jove, fi pri 


And this my ſacrifice. . Ha] mine arms grow 


I feel an ice creeping through all my blood, 
There's winter in my heart; I change & th' ſudden, 
Am grown a ſtatue, every jmd is. marble; 
Ye gods take pity. on me; in your cauſe 
I wither thus; Jobe, if thou haſt a nnz. 
Beſtow ſome here, and warm me. | 
Cor. Strange! 
Bud. Father! Brother, if he mould * now? ö 
Fer. I am his eldeſt fon, he ſhall find me reaſonable, 


He may do worſe, conſidering how long Jhave been of age. 


Dic. No power let fall compaſſion. I have 
Offended. Whom? I know not ; this * man 
Forgive, and if the Deity thou ſerv't 
Can put a life into this frozen pile, 

Pray for me. 

5 Villain, wouldſt thou owe thy ie 
To the mercy of the power he ſerves. 

Arc: With rather 
To rot for ever thus. 

Leo. And if thou dieſt, 

Fll build a temple here, and. in this poſture, - 
Kings ſhall kneel to thee, and; on ſolemn days, 
Preſent their crowns z: queens ſhall compole thee garlands, 
Virgins ſhall ſing thy name, and, around thy neck 
4 5 diſperſe the riches of their art, 
Next to our gods we'll honour hee: keep from 
The Impoſtor. | 8 
Gr. I have no meaning to come near him. 


Pat. Give me thy hand: now move, and may A hy heart 


Find ſoftneſs too; this mercy is the leaſt 
Of my great maſter's treaſures. 

Bis feel my heat 
Return'd, - and al my rocky parts ores 8 
Let the firſt uſe I make of their reſtoration, ,be- 
To bend my knees 2 7 | 

Pat. Bow them to him 


That __ me power to help thee,” TOE 
Fer. 
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Fer. He is well. again. 
Dic. I find a beam let into my dark ſoul, 
1 Oh take me to your faith; here * back 
I 1 to ſerve your ged. 
L.eo. Trait'rous to heaven! 
Come from him. 
1 Dic. Bid my haſte forſake a bleſſing. 
1 Oic. all this man ather, 8. 
Arc. He's mad, and 1 eee at the baſe 
$ este My Ions; think how you may 
Provoke our gods, and the king's anger. 
Pat. Fear : 
2 His wrath, that made, and can let fall the world. 
"I F Fer. He may yet do me as great a courteſy 
l * dying comes to, if his error hold, 
the 8 . 
rat Dot be gods we worlkip 
eturn, an rate to the we WOriump,. 
Or, though his witcheraft now protect thyſelt, 
J Thy ſons ſhall Bleed. 
4 Fer. How's that! 
q — To fatisfy 7 
ods and us, with the next morning's ſun 
| ou thou riſe, and faerifice to our altars, 
7 Down from that rock, which over-looks the ſea, 
They ſhall be thrown; my Vow is fix d. 
Fer. Dear father. 
Leo. Take them away;: their fates depend on kim. 
Dic. Oh! J am loſt. 
Pat. Thou art found. | 
| Dic. Forſake me not, poor bout my prayers and bleſſing 
Piat. Set forward now in heaven's name, 
And finiſh our proceſſion. | | | Dun 8 
> Leo. Death purſue em; : 
Will nothing make them feel our wrath. 
Cr. The charm 
Will not laſt always. 
Arc. Their fate is not yet ripe 15 
he not dejected, fir, the gods cannot 
Be patient long. Mean time, let me ariſe, 
Not by your laws, or other open force, 
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To proſecute em; but diſguiſe your anger. 
Leo. How? 2:5 i 88 
Arc. What matter is't, ſo we deſtroy theſe wretches 
What ways we take? invite him to your court, 
Pretend, 3 not what deſires, to hear 
More of his faith, that you find turns within 
Your heart, and tremble at the miracle . 
Wrought upon Dichu ; when he's in your poſſeſſion 1 
A thouſand ſtratagems may be thought upon | 1 
To ſend his giddy ſoul moſt quaintly off, to | 1 


That fine fantaſtical reward he dreams on 4 
In the other world. | ET 
Leon. Thou haſt pleaſed us, Archimagus. | 1 
Cor. Great Ceanerachius has inſpired the prieſt! 3 
This is the only way. ol 
Con. I do not like it. | | | E | 
Leo. It ſhall be ſo, he ſhall be thus invited, | Y * 
And we will meet him with our queen and daughters, E 
Who ſhall compoſe themſelves to entertain him. 1 
Arc. Leave me t inſtruct my princely charge, your 
daughters. 2 : _ 
Leo. Be ſtill their bleſt director; to thy charge 1 
We gave them up long ſince, but do not tell em 1 
What happen'd to the apoſtate Dichu; women 1 


Have ſoluble and eaſie hearts; that accident 
May ſtartle their religion, keep em firnn 
In the devotion to our gods, whoſe virgins 
We hope to call them ſhortly, if their zeal 
Maintain that holy flame that yet hath fill d 
Their boſoms. a | | 

Arc. They are the darlings of the temple. 
Leo: Conallus, you' ſhall be the meſſenger, 
And bear our invitation. FTE 7 
Are. Trouble not 7 1 
The prince, impoſe that buſineſs on my care. | 

Leo. Be it ſo. © : 

Con. I am glad I am off the employment. | 

Leo. All ways to ſerve our gods are free, and good, 
When ſhed for them, they take delight in blood. [Exeunt. 


ACT 


At. 


4 - 8 - 2 — . 8 . 
r e * 8 AGF >, 
COTE Ion Wea BOOST ES pro eee pope Ae aot 5 
ITS IE HITS £409 1 
* 4 FE: * A g _ y 


- 
£ 9 
„ 
= 
3 
« CR 
Dr; 
* 
„ 
3 
* * 


ö oοοοοοοοοοοοο 80 


St. PATRICK for Ireland. 23 


5688 SSD 
„ 


Enter Eri and FzDELLA „ dancing. 
IE 


x | FIR weary, and yet I wou'd have more, my bee 


Was never more diſpoſed to mirth, Frdella. 
Fed. Mine is as _ as youre, ſite, I am 
All air, me-thinks. 
Eth. And I all mountin fire. 
Fed. Tis well we are alone. 
Eth. Tis ill we are; 


[ This heat our ſervants ſhould have given us: 


Fea. I wonder we cannot ſee em, they were not, 
Since we firſt took them to our favour, guilty 


3 Of ſuch neglect. 


Eth. You wrong our birth and blood, 


[ | To think they dare neglect us; for, if they 


Forget what we deſerve in loving them, 1270 0 
They owe more duty, as we are the king's 


4 Daughter's, than to diſpleaſe us fo. 


Fed. That binds | 
But form, and heartleſs ceremony: ſiſter, 
By your favour, I had rather hold my ſervant 
By his own love, that chains his heart to mine, 


# Than all the bands of ſtate. 


Eh. I am of thy mind too, wowd they were here, 
I ſhall be ſad again; — fie! what a thing tis 
For two ladies to be in love, and alone without | 


| Enter Rop OMAN r. 


Fed. Here's one. 
Eh. A foolifh one, our covernor' s ſervant : 
How now Rodomant ? 
Red. Keep off. 
Fed. What, is the fellow conjuring ? 
| Roa. I wou'd, but I cannot read theſe deri n names. 
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Eh. How long haſt thou ſerved Arc hi magus ? 

Rod. Long enough to have had 2 devil of my. own, if he 
had: pleaſed, T have drudged under him, almoſt theſe ſeven 
years, in hope to learn the trade of magick, and none of 
his ſpirits will obey me; wou'd I were a witch, then I 
ſhould have a familiar, a ſucking devil, upon occaſion , to 
do me ſervice. 

Fed. A devil! . 

Rag. O! I loved him of a child. tA N 

Eb. What wouldſt thou do with the d 1 „ „ 

Rod. Only exerciſe my body, take the air now and 
then over ſteeples, and ſail once a month to Scotland, in a 
ſieve, to ſee my friends. I have a granam there, if L-had 
been ruled, would not have ſeen me wanted a devil at 
theſe years. Pray madam, ſpeak to my maſter for me, 


that my friends may not laugh at me, when I come out « | q 


jy, Sir he has ſpirits enough, I deſire none of his grandees, 
ittle Don Diego diabolo, would ſerve my turn, i * have 
but {kill in love, or phyſick. : 

Fed. Phyſick, for what? art ſick? 

Rod. 1 am not ſick, but I's am troubled with a deſperate 
conſumption. 

Eth. How? 

Fed. Why, that's n 

Rod. To you, that are great ladies, and feed high; 
But, to a man that is kept loan ard hungry, | N 
A little falling of the fleſh is ſeen. N 

Eb. I heard thee name love, pry'thee, art thou; in love? 

Rod. In love? look on my {ore eyes. | 

Ab. They are well enough, and thou canſt ſee. 

Rod. Yes, I can ſee a little with em, wou d they were out. 

Eth. How, out? 

Rod. Out of their pain. I have but ſeven teeth 2nd a 
half, and four of them are rotten ; - here's a ſtump, a 
pick-ax cannot dig out of my gums.” 

Fed. Are thele ſigns of . 
| Rod. O infallible. Beſide, I cannot hw. 

For dreaming of my miſtreſs. wo 

Eth. So, and what's her name? 

Rod. You ſhall pardon me, ſhe 15 —— 

\ oh. A man, or a woman. 


Rod. Nay, the is a woman, as fre, as ſure as you ke 
| queen's 


# Þ 


en S 2 1 


ſelf, I had a meſſage to tell you) firſt, my maſter com- 
mends him to your Graces, and will be here preſently: 


you the whole ſtory. 


| queen's daughters. 
the queen; 


Endarius, you know em? 
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1 name no body; do not you ſay tis 
am what I am, and the is what ſhe is. 

Eth. Well ſaid. | | 

Rod. And, if I live, I will die for her ; but I forget my- 


ſecondly, I have news ; do you know what I mean? 
Fed. Not we. | 
Rod. Why then, my Lord Ferochss, and his brother 


Erh. What of them? 
Rod. And they know you. 
Fed. To the purpoſe. 
| Rod. I know not that, but they are 
Eh. What? 
Rod. Not made for worms meat. 
Fed. What means the fellow ? | 
Rod. The king has commanded, they ſhall be thrown from 
a rock into the ſea; that's all; but here's my maſter can tell 
[ Exit. 


Eb. What ſaid the ſcreetch-owl ? 
Emer ARCHIMAGUS. 
Fed. We hope Archimagus brings better news. 


And yet his face is caſt into a form of ſorrow. 
> What are theſe ? 


Arc. Read, and collect your noble forces up; 


> You will be loſt elſe; alas! poor ladies, 
Ho ſoon their blood is frighted ! 


Eth. Every character 


-: Gives my poor heart a wound. 


Fed. Alas! how much of miſchief is contain d 
Erh. Can this be? 


In this poor narrow paper. 


Arc. Madam, too true; the anger of the king 


Is heavy and inevitable; you ma 


4 Believe what their ſad pens have Hed to you 
bey have no hope, not once, before they die, 


Io ſee your bleſſed eyes, and take their leave, 
And weep into your boſom, their laſt farewel. 


Fed. They muſt not, ſhall not die ſo. 


Arc. They muſt, madam. ö 
C Zb. 
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Eh. I will die with them too then: Siſter, ſhall 

jt They leave the world without our company)? 

| Fed. Could not you bend the king, our cruel father ? 
You-ſhould have ſaid, we loved them; you have moſt 2 
\* Power to prevail with him; you ſhould have told him, I 
bl The gods would be offended, and revenge their death = 
1 With ſome ſtrange curſe upon this iſland. £5 3 
| Ebb. You knew our loves, and ll our meetings, fir ; 

5 They were not without you, nor will we live | „ 
5 Without them, tell our father. Did our hearts 4 
Natter themſelves with mirth, to be ſtruck dead A 
"Ml With this, this murdering news. l to the king. = 
Wl Arc. Stay, and contain yourſelves ; your loves are brave, : ö 
j Nor ſhall your flame die thus; as J was firſt | | 
ll Of counſel with your RO I will preſerve *em: | = 
I They ſha' not die, if my brain leave me not. 25 5 


Fed. Oh, I cou'd dwell upon his lips to thank him. 


Arc. But they muſt then be baniſh'd. I 
li Erh. That's death. FEET Z 
i Unleſs we go along to exile with them. — 

* Arc. I have the way, they ſhall deceive the ſentence $ 

| Of the enraged king, and live; nor ſhall” 7 
1 This be reward of your affetions ; - A 4 
it You ſhall converſe more often, and more freely A 
# Than ever, if you dare be wiſe and ſecret. L 


i" Fed. You make us 4b, | 1 
1 Arc. Here's your elder brother; | 1 


it Away, and truſt to me. x 
1 i A 


. Enter Co RIBREUs. 4 

bit Cor. Health to our prieſt. E 

| Arc. And to your highneſs. _ | 

" Enter Ek RIA and CONALLUS. 

i Do you ſee that couple??? 1 

bl Or. My brother, and the fair Emeria, Milbho's daughter. 3 

it Out of their way; but ſo, to reach their voice; "i 
This place o' -th* Garden's apt. | 1 
Arc. Obſerve em. EA * 

! Em. But will you not, 4 lord, repent to have plac 4 

i Your love ſo much unworthily. 9 


er. 
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My beſt Emeri a, thou haſt a wealth 
In thy own virtue, above all the world; 
Be conſtant, and Pm bleſt. 8 
Em. 8 ng _ heaven 
Be witneſs where my heart goes. 
Cor. If my fate & | 28 
Cannot enjoy thy love, I ſhall grieve both 
Your deſtinies. | WE | 
Arc. Be confident you ſhall 
Enjoy her, if you'll follow my directions. 
Cor. Thou art my genius; but ſhe's very holy; 
And, I fear, too religious to her vows 1 
She is devoted much to Ceanarachius, head of the gods. 
Arc. Sir, her piety | | 
Prepares your conqueſt, as Fil manage things, 
I wo? not truſt the air too much. 
Con. This kiſs, and all's confirm'd. 
Em. Pray, my lord, ule 
My poor heart kindly, for you take it with you. 
Con. 1 leave mine in exchange. [ Exit. 
Arc. He is gone; advance | N 
To your miſtreſs, and, if you want art to move her, 
T ſha' not, fir, to make you proſper; tis 
Firmly deſign'd; when we meet next, you ſhall 
Know more. | | 
Cor. How now, my fair Emeria. | 
Em. I do beſeech your highneſs pardon, 
I did think I was alone. 
Cor. Alone you are 


(Exit. 


In beauty, ſweet Emeria, and all 


The graces of your ſex. 
Em. You are too great to flatter me, 
And yet this language comes 
So near the wickedneſs of court praiſe, I dare not, 
With modeſty imagine your heart means ſo. 
Cor. Yet, in this garden, when you ſeem'd moſt ſolitary, 
Madam, you had many fair and ſweet companions, 
Em. Not I, fir. | | 
Cor. Yes, and my rivals too, Emeria 
And now they court thy beauty in my preſence, 
Proud erring things of nature, do'ſt not ſee, 
As thou doſt move, how —_ amorous plant 
| | 2 


Doth 


28 
Doth bow his leavy head, and becken thee; 


The wind doth practiſe dalliance with thy hair, 
And weave a thouſand pretty nets within | 
To catch itſelf. 

That violet droop'd but now, 

How *tis exalted at thy ſmile, and ſpreads 

A virgin boſom to thee. There's a roſe 

Would have ſlept ſtill within his bud, but, at 
Thy preſence, it doth open his thin curtains, 
And, with warm apprehenſion looking forth, 


Betrays her love in bluſhes. And that woodbine, 


As it would be divorced from the ſweet-brier, 
Courts thee to an embrace. It is not dew, 
That, like ſo many pearls, embroider all 


'The flowers, but tears of their complaint, with fear 


To loſe thee, from whoſe eye they take in all 


That makes them beautiful, and, with humble necks, 


Pay duty unto thee their only ſpring. 
Em. Your grace 1s courtly. 
Cor. When theſe dull vegetals 
Shew their ambition to be thine, Emeria, 
How much ſhould we, that have an active ſoul. 
To know and value thee, be taken with 


'This beauty ? yet, if you dare truſt me, madam, 
There's none, within the 238 thy admirers, 


More willing, more devote, to be thy ſervant, 
Than Coribreus. | 

Em. I muſt again beſeech 
Your pardon, and declare myſelf moſt ignorant : 
Pray, ſpeak your meaning in a dialect 
J underſtand. | 

Cor. Why, I do love you, madam. 

n. If this be it, I dare not, fir, believe 
You condeſcend ſo low to love Emeria, 
A worthleſs thing. 

Cor. Why not? I love you, madam. 
If there be difference of our birth or ſtate, 


When we are compared, it ſhou'd make me the firſt 
In your fair thoughts : come, * muſt love again, 


And meet me with an equal active flame. 
Em. I am more skill'd in duty, fir, than love. 


r. You would be coy ; your heart is not beſtow d. 
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Em. Indeed it is. „ 
Cor. On whom? 


£m. I muſt not name. : 
Cor. Were he my brother did twiſt heart with thine, 


That act ſhould make him ſtranger to my blood, 


And I would cut him from his bold embraces. 


Em. Alas! I fear. 
Gor. I know you will be wile, 


And juſt to my deſires, Emeria, 
When you ſhall ſee my love bid faireſt for you, 


And that preſented from a prince, who knows 
No equal here. Come, I already promiſe 
Myſelf poſſeſs'd of thoſe fair eyes, in which 


I, gazing thus, at 3 ſearch diſcover 


New cryſtal heavens; thoſe tempting cheeks are mine, 


A garden with freſh flowers all the winter; 
Thoſe lips invite to print my ſoul upon em, 


Or loſe it in thy breath, which I'll eonvey 
Down to my heart, and wiſh no other ſpirit, 


4 As loth to change it for my own again. 
> How, in thy boſom, will I dwell, Eneria, 


And tell the azure winding of thy veins 3 
That flow, yet climb thoſe ſoft, and ivory, hills, 
Whoſe ſmooth deſcent leads to a bliſs, that may 
Be known, but puzzle art and tongue to ſpeak it. 


I pr'ythee do not uſe this froward motion, 
I I muſt, and will be thine. | 


Em. Be your own, fir, 


And do not thus afflit my innocence; | 


Had you the power of all the world, and man, 
You could not force my will, which you have frighted 
More from you than my duty, although powerful, 


Can call again; you are not modeſt, fir; 


b Indeed I fear you are not; I muſt leave you; 
Hheetter deſires attend your prone and me. [ Exit. 
Cor. This wo' not gain her; her heart's fix d upon 


1 1 My brother f all my hope 15 in Archimagus x 
She is a frozen thing, yet ſhe may melt. 
If their diſdain ſhould make a man deſpair, 


Nature miſtook in making woman fair. Exit. 
4 C 3 | An 
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An altar diſcover d, two Idols upon it, Ax cHIMuA eus and 
Priefts ; lights and incenſe prepared by RopAMAN r. 


Rod. Theſe be new deities, made ſince yeſterday ; 
We ſhift our gods, as faſt as ſome ſhift trenchers ; 
Pray, fir, what do you call their names; they are 
But half- gods, demi-gods as they ſay, there's 
Nothing beneath the navel. 
Arc. This, with the thunder-bolt, is Jupiter. 5 
Rod. Fupiter ? Tis time he were cut off by the middle, 
He has been a notable thunderer in his days. 
Prieft. This is Mars. WIL 
Rod. Mars, from the middle upward. Was it by my 
Lady Venus direction that he is diſmember'd too. 

mi- launce. 8 l 
Arc. Are they not lively form'd. But, ſirrah, away; 
tell the young * the king is upon enterance. | 
Enter KING, QUEEN, ConaLLus. At the other door, 

ErHNE, FEDELLA; they all kneel. - 
Arch. To Fove and Mars the king doth pay 

His duty, and thus humbly lay, 
Upon this altar his bright crown, 
Which is not his, if they but frown. 
In token you are pleaſed, let ſome 
Celeſtial flame make pure this 14 

: A 
The gods are pleaſed, great king, and we 
Return thy golden wreath to thee, 

More ſacred by our holy-fume ; 
None to the altar yet preſume. 
Now ſhoot your voices up to Fove, 
To Mars, and all the powers above. 


After the ſong the queen offers, and her daughters, | 


garlandi, which are placed upon the heads of the 


Aaols. 


SONG at the Altar. 


Come away, oh! come away 
And trembling, trembling, pay 


4 


flame behind the altar. | 4 
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The ſong being ended, the idol, that preſented Jupiter, 
. moveth. | 
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Your pious vows to Mars and Jove. | 
While we do ſing, 
Gums of precious odours bring, 
And light them with your love. 
As your holy fires do viſe, 
Make Jove to wonder 
What new flame 
T hither came 
To wait upon his thunder. 


King. Archimagus, Conallus; ſee, my children, 
The ſtatue moves. | | 
Arc. Approach it not too near. 
Eth. It is prodigious. 
Arc. With devotion, 
Expect what follows, and keep reverend diſtance 
I am all wonder. 
Fup. King Leogarius, 3 . 
Fove doth accept thy vows, and pious offerings, 
And will ſhow'r bleſtings on thee, and this kingdom, 
If thou preſerve this holy flame burns in thee. 


But, take heed, thou decline not thy obedience, 


Which thou ſhalt beſt declare by thy juſt anger 
Againſt that chriſtian ſtraggler Patrick, whoſe 
Blood muſt be ſacrificed to us, or you 
Muſt fall in your remiſs and cold religion. 
When you are merciful to our deſpiſers, 
You pal our wrath upon you, and this iſland. 
My duty is perform'd, and I return 5 
To my firſt ſtone, a cold and ſilent ſtatue. 
Arc. What cannot all commanding Fove? Tis now 
That artificial tongueleſs thing it was. 


How are you bound to honour Jupiter? 


That, with this ſtrange and publick teſtimony, 
Accepts your zeal. Purſue what you intended, 
And meet this enemy to the gods, that now 
Expects your entertainment. 

King. I obey. 
Come, my queen, and daughters. 

Queen. I attend you, fir. 

Rea. 
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Rod. Is not the queen a lovely creature, ſir? 

Prin. Why how now, Rodomant, what paſſion's this? 

Rod. Oh that I durſt unbutton my mind to her. 

Are. Your princely daughters pray they may have leave 
To offer in their gratitude to the gods | 
One other prayer, and they will follow, fir. 

King. They are my pious daughters: Come Conallus. 


| Zxeunt Kin ueen, Conallus, &c. 
Arc. They are gone; — _—_ 5 


Ferd. Oh! my dear miſtreſs, is not the king mock'd 


rarely? 
Eth. My moſt loved Endarius! 
Arc. Have I not don't, my charge ? 
Fed. Moſt quaintly, Welcome 
To thy Feaella. | | 
Rod. Hum, how's this? more ſcapes of > e they 
have found their nether parts; the gods are become fine 
mortal gentlemen ; here's precious juggling if I durſt talk 
on't. | 
Arc. Not a ſyllable, as you deſire not to be torn in 
pieces, fir. & | | | 
Rod. Gods, quoth'a I held a candle before the devil. 
Arc. To the door, and watch. ; 
Rod. So, I muſt keep the door too; here's like to be 
holy doings. 1 85 
Fr. We owe Archimagus for more than life; 
For your loves, without which, life is a curſe. 
Arc. The muſick prompts you to a dance. 
Eth. T th' temple! 3 
Arc. Tis moſt ſecure ; none dare betray you here. 
Eth. We muſt away. 
Fer. My life is going from me. 
Fed. Farewel. | ; 
Arc. The king expects; now kiſs and part. 
Eth. When next we meet, pray give me back my heart. 
Rod. I am an eſquire by my office. [ Exeunt. 
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„ eee nn, 
ACT III. 

c. | Enter RODAMANT. 

21 f RoDAMANT. 


H-my royal love! Why ſhould I not love the queen ? 
I have known as ſimple a fellow as I, has been in 
love with her horſe; nay, they ha? been bed-fellows in the 
* fame litter; and, in that humour, he would have been 
leap'd, if the beaſt could have been provoked to inconti- 
ey gnence; but what if the king ſhould know on't, and very 
ne lovingly circumciſe me for it, or _ me up a gracious 
Ik | 8 with my tongue out, a perch for ſparrows? Why, 
I ſhould become the gallows, of my conſcience : oh! I 
in .* would ſtretch in fo gentle poſture, that the ſpectators all 
mould edify, and hang by my example. 
e Ihe king's merry bard : If he have overheard, he'll ſave 
the hangman a labour, and rhime me to death. 
Bard. Rodamant, my half man, half gobling, all fool, 
ba ist? When didſt thou ſee the devil. 
Rod. Alas! I never had the happineſs. | 
g Bard. Why, then, thou art not acquainted with thy beſt 
friend. 5 
Sings. Have you never ſeen in the air, 
One ride with a burning ſpear, 
Upon an old witch with a pad, 
For the devil a ſore breech had. 


t. VMiib lightning, and thunder, 
Wm. And many more wonder. 


His eyes indeed-law, ſir, 
As wide as a ſawcer. 


Oh this wou d have mage my boy mad. 


9 Rod. An honeſt merry trout. 
4 8 
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in a buſhel; why does thy noſe hang over thy mouth ; as 
it would peep in, to tell how many teeth thou haſt ? 
. Rod. Excellent Bard! oh, brave Bard] ha, Bard! 
Bard. Excellent fool! oh, fine fool! ha, fool! 
Rod. Priythee, with what. news, and whither is thy 
head travelling? 


Bard. My head, and my feet, go one way, and both 


now at their journey's end. The news is, that one Pa- 


; p 


| 


| 


trick, a ſtranger, is invited to court: this way he muſt 
come, and I, like one of the king's wanton whelps, have | 
broke looſe from the kennel, and come thus afore to bark, | 
and bid him welcome; the king and queen will meet him. 


Rod. Has the king invited him? 
Bard. What elſe, man. 


* 


Sings. Oh the queen, and the king, and the royal off-ſpring 5 


With the lords, and ladies ſo gay, | 

I tell you not a trick, to meet the man Patrick, 
Are all now trooping this way. LS, 

. This man, report ſings, does many ſtrange things: 
Our prie(ts, and our bards, muſt give place; 


He cares not a ſtram, for our ſword, or club-law, | 


Oh, I long to behold his gay face! | 
Rod. Pr'ythee a word, thou didſt name the queen; does 
the come too? : 
Bard. By any means. 
Rod. Well, tis a good ſoul. 
Bard. Who? 
Rod. The queen. 


C ro amus 


Bard. The queen is't? Doſt make but a ſoul o' her? 
Treaſon. I have heard ſome foohiſh philoſophers affirm, | 
that women have no ſouls : *T were well for ſome they had 


no bodies; but to make no body of the queen, is treaſon, 
if it be not felony. | | 
Rod. Oh, my royal love! | 
Bard. Love | art thou in love, Rodamant? Nay, then 
thou may'ſt talk treaſon, or any thing. Folly and madneſs 
are laſh free, and may ride cheek by joll with a judge. But 
doſt thou know what love is, thou one of oo s over- 
grown monkies? Come, crack me this nut o 
take the maggot for thy labour. 


Rod. 


love, and 
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| Rod. Prythee do thou ſay What tis. 
as Bard. No, I will ſing a piece of my mind, and love 
to thee. : 
Sings. Love is a bog, a deep bog, a wide bog. 
Love is a clog, a great clog, a cliſe clog. 


hy | "Tis a wilderneſs to loſe ourſelves, 
| A halter tis to nooze ourſelves, 
th | Then draw Dun out o th mire: 
a- And throw the clog into the fire. 
uſt 3 Keep in the king's high way, 
We And, ſober, you cannot 1 
rk, | F thou aamire no female eff, 
m. The halter may go hang itſelf. 


Drink wine, and be merry, for love is a folly: 
And awells in the houſe of melancholy. 
28, Rod. Tis ſuch a merry baboon, and ſhoots quills like a 
porcupine; but, who's this? | 


Enter St. PATRICK, and his train, at one door. At the 


: other, the Kine, QUEEN, his ſons and daughters, 
"7 Mil cho, AxchIMA Gus, aud Prieſts. | 


Bard. Tis he, I know him by inſtinct. 
Sings. Patrick welcome to this ie, 


wee See how every thing doth” ſmile, 
To thy flaff and thy mitre, 
And lawn that is whiter. 
; Ind every ſhaven crown, a welcome welcome to town, 
Lock where the king, and queen, do greet thee: 
a His princely ſons are come to meet thee. | 
©: And ſee where a pair is, of very fine fairies, 
m, Perepared too, | 
ad : That thou may*ft report, thy welcome to court, 
N, | And the Bard too. 
And fo, Pray father, give me your bleſſing. _ 
en Pat. I thank thee, courteous Bard, thy heart is honeſt. 
ese But to the king my duty. 
But King. Welcome, Patrick, 
. For ſo thou call'ſt thyſelf; we have thrown off 


Our anger; and with calm, and melting eyes 
8 Lode thee. Thou haſt piety to e | "IN; 
0d, ur 
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Our former threats and language, and to ſatisfy 
For our denial of ſome bunble cottages, 

Againſt the hoſpitable laws of nature. 

We give thee now our palace, uſe it freely. 
Myſelf, our queen, and children, will be al! 
Thy gueſts; and owe our dwellings to thy favour. 
There are ſome things of venerable mark | 


Upon thy brow ; thou art ſome holy man, 
Deſign „ by providence, to make us happy : 


Again, moſt welcome to us. 
Queen. His aſpect | 
Doth promiſe goodneſs : Welcome. 
Cor. To us all. 
Pat. If this be hearty, heaven will not permit 
Your charities unrewarded. | 
Cor. I am we 


Of theſe dull complements, Archimagus. 


Arc. I am prepared; I know your blood's a longing 
To change embraces with Emeria. 
Receive this, which, worn upon your arm, 
Is ſo, by power of magick, tortify'd, 
You ſhall go where you pleaſe inviſible, 
Until you take it off: Go to your miſtreſs. 
Or. Softly, my dear Archimagus ; the reſt 


Speak in a whiſper ; I ſhall be jealous of 


The intelligencing air. [Talk apart. 
King. You may be confident | 
Our favour ſpreads to all. But, where is Dichu, 
Your convert? We'll receive him to our grace too. 
Pat. He durſt not, fir, approach your royal preſence. 
And grief for the ſad fate of his two ſons, 
Hath made him weary of ſociety : 
Not far off; in a wood, he means to wear out 
His life in prayer and pennance, 
Arc. How do you taſte it? | 
Or. *Tis rare, and muſt ſucceed to my ambition. 
Arc. Loſe no time then. 
Cor. I fly ; command me ever. Exit Coribreus 
King. I am not well o' th' ſuddain. FE. 
Queen. How? What is't | 
That doth offend the king ? | 2 
King. An evil conſcience : Alas! my children. 


Con. 


Con. Father. 
Arc. Sir. 
Eth. Pray ſpeak to us. 
King. How hall I 
Win credit with this good man, that I have 
YZ KRepented for the blood of Dichy's ſons ? 
1 Pat. If you diſſemble not with heaven, I can 
He eaſily gain'd, fir, to believe, and pray for you. 
King. Some wine; it is the greateſt ceremony 
Of love with us, the ſeal of reconcilement. 


Let ſome one bring us wine; I wo' not move 

Until I drink to this bleſt man. | 
Arc. Away. [To an Attendant. 
King. 'This place ſhall be remember'd to poſterity, 

Where Leogarius firſt ſhew'd himſelf friend 

To holy Patrick. Tis religious thirſt, 

That will not let me expect, till more return, 

There is a ſtream of peace within my heart. n 
Arc. Tis rarely counterfeited. „ 
Con. He is my father, 

I ſhould elſe tell him, Tis not like a king 

Thus to conſpire a poor man's death. What thinks 

Our royal mother? Is it juſt to take, | 

By ſtratagem, this innocent man's life ? - 
Queen. What means my ſon ? 

Con. Shall I betray the plot 

Yet? and preſerve him : See the wine. 

Arc. The wine | 

Attends you, fir. | 
King. Tis well; fill us a chearful cup: Here, Patrick, 

We drink thy welcome to the {iſh coaſts. =» 

Erb. What does my father mean to do with this 

Dull thing ? he'll never make a courtier. | 
Fed. His very looks have turn'd my blood already. 
Arc. Pl! ſpice his cup. 

King. Do't ſtrongly. | ; 
Queen. There's ang within prompts me to pity 
This ſtranger. 855 | 
Gon. Do you love wine, fir ? 
Pat. If I did not 1 
I ſhould preſume, againſt my nature, once 
| To pleaſe the king that hath thus honour'd us. 
. 7 D | Con. 
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Con. Do not, I ſay, do not. 
Arc. Pleaſe you, rr 
King. Come, to our queen. 
Rod. My royal love, would I had the grace to drink to 
her, or kiſs the cup. | 
Pat. My duty. N 
Arc. Now obſerve, ſir, the change; he has it home. 
Rod. I cannot live; my heart wo” not hold out. 
King. Forbear, as you affect your life. 
een. How's this? Now I ſufpect, Conallus. 
Put. I have one boon to aſk your majeſty, 
Since you look. on us with this gracious ſmile, 
That you would give my poor companions leave 
To build a little chappel in this place; 
It ſhall be the firſt monument of your love; 
To uſe our own religion, the ground offers | 
» Plenty of ſtone, the coſt and pain be ours. ks 
. King. Not yet? VV'ęĩX 
Pat. Twill bind us ever to pray for you. 
King. If it were violent, as thou ſay ſt, it had 
By this time knawn to his bowels. 
Pat. Sir, you mind not 
The humble ſuit I make. = | | 
Arc. Not yet? 0 LAſde. 
Pat. Great Sir. | 
| King. It does not alter him; he rather looks 
| With freſher blood upon him. 
Arc. Tis my wonder, ; 
I did not truſt another to prepare his cup. 
King. Come, tis not poiſon, we are abuſed. 
Arc. Upon my lite. I 
Pat. 'The king 1s troubled. 
King. Prepare another. 
Arc. It ſhall be done. | 33 
King. Come hither, ſirrah; you brought this wine. 
Rod. I did, fir. : | 
King. And you ſhall taſte it. | 
Rod. Wou'd I were but worthy. _ 
King. I will have it ſo. Come, drink our health, 
Rod. May I remember your good e 
Arc. And he had the conſtitution of an elephant 


Twould pay him. 5 Mis 
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Queen. How cheer you, fir? 
Pat. Well, madam; but J obſerve 
Diſtractions in the king. 
King. Nay, drink it off. | | 
Rod. And it were as deep as the root of Penmenmaure, 
my royal love ſhould have it. | | - 
King. Now we ſhall try the ingredients; it ſtirr'd 
Not him; has he done't ? 
Rod. So. | 
Arc. Yes, and the change begins to ſhew already. 
Rod. Hoy ho —— what's that? 
Bard. Where ? 
Rod. Here, here abouts; was the wine burnt? oh ! there's 
wild-fire in the wine. ” | | 
Arc. It works on him. | | 
Rod. There's ſquibs and crackers in my ſtomach z am 
not I poiſon'd ? | 
Bard. Poiſon'd ? we ſhall want a fool then. 
Rod. Away; I'll never drink again. 
Bard. Not often, and thou be'ſt poiſon'd. 
Rod. It encreaſes; my royal love has poifon'd me; her 
health has blown my bowels up. Oh! a cooler; wou'd I 
were a while in the frozen ſea! charity is not cold eno 
wales making fire-works in my belly. 
| put ſpeak to the queen: Oh! 
madam, little d FJor=think that I have poiſon'd myſelf. 
Oh! for your tweet ſake. But, howſoever ; oh! think 


to relieve aa 


upon me when I am dead. I bequeath my heart. Oh! 


there tis already: my royal love,  farewel. Falls. 
Arc. What think you now? It hath diſpatch'd him 
raving. | 3 


Pat. Madam, you ſhew a pious heart; I find 
My death was meant; but, tis heaven's goodneſs 
I ſhould not fall by poiſon : do not loſe 


Your charity. 

Bard. He's dead. 

Pat. Pray, let me ſee the fellow. 

King. It affrights me; this was ſome treaſon meant to 

us, 

And thee, good man : How I am innocent. 

Pat. How ſoon death would deyour him. 

Arc. Paſt your cure. | 
D 2 Pat. 
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Pat. That power we ſerve can call back life ; and ſee, 
He has a little motion. | 

Bard. He breathes too; nay, then he may live to have 
the other cup: Madam, this Patrick is a rare phyſician z if 
he ſtays with us, he'll make us all immortal. 

King. Alive again? Oh, let me honour thee! 

Queen. We cannot, fir, enough; | 
Receive me, Patrick. | 
A weak diſciple to thee : my ſoul bids me 
Embrace thy faith : Make me a Chriſtian. 

King. How ? Didſt thou hear, Archimagus. Let ſome 
Convey our queen hence; her weak conſcience melts ; 
Shel] be a Chriſtian, ſhe ſays: I hate her, 

And do confine her to the houſe of AMzlcho, 
Our zealous provoſt. 
Pat. Tis the king's pleaſure, madam, 
Iſhould attend you hence. 
feen. Where the king pleaſe. 
Pat. In any priſon, madam, I dare viſit you 
Be comforted ; they do but fight with heaven. 
Cen. Il wait upon my mother. [ Exeunt. 
King. Look to my daughters, 
Leſt this change work on them. 

Arc. They are my charge. 

King. Be not dejected, Patrick; we do mean 
All good to thee: ſet forward, have a care 


Of that poor fellow. 


Pat. T1! attend you, fir, | 
And truſt to providence we ſhall be fafe. [ Exeunt. 
Bard. How is't now, Rodamant? doſt thou remember 
thou wert dead? Thou wert poiſon' d. 5 
Rod. There is a kind of grumbling in my guts ſtill. 
Bard. ſings. Come, we will drink a cup, bey, but of better 
| _ brewing ; 
And we will drink it up, joy, without any fear 
0 — . f 
Wine is unjuſt, 5 is taken on truſt; 
If it tarry with us it fats: 
A cup, boy; drink up, joy; | 
And let em go poiſon rats. [ Exeunt. 


Enter 


He has a rugged and 3 nature; 


St. PATRICK for Treland. 41 


Enter Euk RIA. 


Em. What is it that doth ſit ſo heavy on me? 
Since GOO talk'd with me, I find a dullneſs in my 
rain; and 
My eyes look as through a miſt, which hangs upon my lids 
And weighs em down. He frighted me to hear A ; 


Not the ſweet temper that his brother owns. 

My dear Conallus, mine? alas! did I 

Say mine? indeed, he is maſter of my heart; 

But ſomething makes me fear I ſhall not be 

So happy as I wiſh in his poſſeſſion : 

Yet we have vows on both ſides, holy ones, 

And marriage promiſed. But I am too loud 

Yet not; my lodgings are remote, and private'ſt 
Of all the court: and I have diſmiſs'd the ſervants , 
None near to reach my voice; then, till this give 
Acceſs, I need not fear the ſilent chambers. 

More clouds do gather bout my eyes; tis ſtrange, 
I am not uſed to be inclined to ſleep 

While the day ſhines; then take what nature offers, 
Emeria, and wes it may diſcharge 

Thy waking melancholly ; ſo, I feel 


It gently ſlide upon my ſenſes. 


Enter ſbirits before CoRyBREvs, habited gloriouſly, and 
repreſenting CEANCROCHI. 


Cor. So, ſo, this ammelet I find ſecures me 
From all obſervers, and I now am in 
Her chamber, by a feat my ſpirit did me: 

Ha! the ſleeps too; what a tine bawd the devil is? 
What opportunities he can frame to bring | 
Theſe things to paſs? I were beſt loſe no time z 
Madam, Madam, fair Emeria. : 

Em. Ha! who's that? was it a voice that calld me? 
Or do I dream? here's no body, this key : 
Made all without faſt ; yet I'Il ſee. [ Exit, 

Cor. I had | 
Forgot, ſhe'll never ſee me, if I do not i 
Take off my charm; perhaps, I may again be viſible 
It I ha' not loſt — 

| D-3 Euter 
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Enter EMER1A. 
Em. The doors are faſt. [Muſic is heard. 
Ha! bleſs me you powers! | Ol 
This muſic is not frequent in my chambers ; 
"Tis. here; I know not where; I can ſee nothing. 
Cr. Emeria! © | 
En. Who is't that calls Eneria? goodneſs aid me! 
Cor. Put off thy fright, Emeria, yet I blame not 
Thy feeble ſenſe to tremble at my preſence : 
Not uſed to mortal eyes, and. unprepared. 
But gather ſtrength, and call thy blood again, 
Whoſe ſeat a 1 doth uſurp: I am | 
Thy friend. 
m. But no acquaintance ſure; what are you? 
Gr. Not what I ſeem; I have aſſumed this form, 
To tell thee what a happineſs is now 
Coming from heaven upon thee. . 
Em. Upon me? 
Cor. And, when the ſweet. Emeria is collected, 
She will loſe her lite again in joy.and wonder. 
Em. My ſtrength returns; this is a gentle language; 
And, ſpirit, if thou be'ſt one; ſpeak thy will. 
Cor. Then know, Emeria, I am no mortal 
But Cæancrochi, chief of all the gods, 
That now appear. ; 
Em. I know not what to anſwer, 
But with my humble knee. 
Gor. Thy pure devotion, 
Richer than clouds of incenſe, myrrh, and caſſia, 
And all the , Whoſe piles make ſweet our altars, 
Hath been delightful to the gods, and me; 
And I have left the palace of the bleſt, 
(Where many glorious virgins wait, and want thee, 
A fellow finger in their heavenly quire) | 
To viſit, in this form, the fair Zmeria, 
And thank thee for thy pious ſacrifices : 
Riſe then, and be confirm'd ; we mean to honour: 
Thy perſon and thy virtues. | 
| . Can this roof | | | 
Be ſo much bleſt? and can ſo great a deity ; 
Conſider my imperfect duty thus? 3 
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Or. To aſſure thy thoughts, aſk faireſt virgin, what 


Thou moſt defireſt ; and it ſhall firmer, than 


The deſtinies, be made thine own : haſt thou 
A wiſh to this world's glory, to be greater? 
Would'ſt thou enlarge thy knowledge, or thy pleaſure ? 
Do'ſt thou affect to have thy life extended 
Double the courſe of nature; or thy beauty 
Above the malice of diſeaſe, or time, 
To wither 2 Would'ſt thou ſee the book of fate, 
And read the various lines that fall into 
'Thy life, as to their center : ſpeak, and be 
Poſſeſt ; if thou refuſe what here is named, 
Thy wiſh will come too late, Bneria. , 
m. None of all theſe; let me be ſtill accepted 

An humble ſervant to the gods. 

Cor. Then I 
Will find ſome other way to thy reward: 
Firſt, we releaſe that duty of thy knee; 
Reach thy fair hand. 

Em. I dare not. 

Gor. Do not tremble ;_ | 
It ſhall but meet another like thine own ; 


For I had care not to affright my „ ; 
What do'ſt thou ſee in me, that, to thy ſenſe; 


Appears not man? Divinity is too bright 
For thy weak eye, and, therefore, I have clad, 


In this no threat ning ſhape, all that is divine: 


That I, with ſafety of thy ſenſe, Emeria, 
Might viſit thee : come, i will ſee thee often, 
If thou be wiſe to underſtand how much 

It is my will to honour thee ; and 1 

Will thus deſcend, and leave my beams behind, 
Whoſe brightneſs were enough to burn thee, 

To converle with thee in a Dei way 

Of ſmiling thus, and thus embracing thee —— 
Of mixing palms ; nay, I will kiſs thee too. 

Em. Do our gods practiſe this? 

Gor. Not, but with thofe | 
They mean eſpecial grace to; ſuch as they know maſt here- 
after ſhine above with them, though meerly mortals, are 
adored ; and ſeldom viſit the world, hid thus in fleſh and 
blood, which we at pleaſure, can aſſume, and have * 
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like you, and have our paſſions too, can love, ay, and en- 
joy where we will place the happineſs; elſe we had leſs 
than men. | 

Em. I thought the powers above had been all honeſt, 

Cor. Tis in them chaſtity ; nor is it ſin, 
In thoſe we love, to meet with active flames. 
And be glad mothers to immortal iſſues : 
How oft hath Fove, who juſtly is adored, 
Left heaven, to practiſe love with ſuch a fair one ? 
The ſun, for one embrace of Daphne, would 
Have pawn'd his beams : not one, but hath, ſometimes, 
Deſcended, to make fruitful weak mortality. | 
Oh! if thou could'ſt but reach, Emeria, 
With thy imagination, what delight, 
What flowing extaſies of joy we bring 
Your ſex, made nice and cold by winter laws 
Of man, that freeze the blood, thou would'ſt be fond 
To my embraces, and petition me | 
To bleſs thee with a rape? yet I wooe thy 
Conſent. | 
Em. Away : 
Thou art no god, ſure, but 
Some vicious impoſtor: Can a deity 
Breath ſo much impious language, and reward 
Virtue with ſhame ? | | 

Cor. Take heed, and do not vain 
Thyſelf by raſh and froward oppoſition; 

Know, I can make thee nothing, at a breath. 

Em. Better be ſo, than made ſo foul a being. 

Cor. Nay, then z what ſhould have been with of con- 
ſent a bleſſing, ſhall now only ſerve my pleaſure, and I will 
take the forfeit of thy coldneſs. 

Em. Oh! help, ſome man; I dare not call upon the gods, 
for they are wicked grown, oh ! help. | 

Gor. I ſhall need none, thou thing of diſobedience ; thou 

art now within my power of love, or fury: yield, or Pl] 
force thee into bee d {hall make pleaſure weep, and hurl 
thee into wantonneſs. [He carries her in. 


_ The devils rejoicing, in à dance conclude the at. 
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Ar. 
Enter Micho, and ſervant. 


MiI cho. 
H O's with the queen, my priſoner ? | 
Serv, The prince Conallus came to viſit her. 
- [ Exit Servant, 
Mile. So: bid my daughter Emeria come hither ; 
She's come very At from the court, 
Under pretence to wait upon the queen here. 


Enter Eux RIA. 


Still ſad; come, I muſt have your face look otherwiſe; 
Dreſs it in ſmiles: I hope you put not on 
This ſorrow for the queen ; ſhe 1s a traytor 
To the king, and to the gods. 

Em. A traytor, fir! 
Oh ! do not ſay fo; tis, I hear, for nothing 
But looking on the ſtranger Patrick with 
Some pity. 

Mile. It will not run 
Out of my thought, but this is the ſame Patrick 
That was my ſlave once; he was a Briton too: 
I know not how, he found ſome treaſure then 
To buy his liberty : were he again 


My flave, no gold ſhould buy him from my ſwine, 


oſe once companion he was: Emeria, 
D'ye hear? Conallus, the young prince, is come 
To ſee his mother; uſe him gently, girl: 
Come, I have heard he does affe&t thee, ha! 


He may be king. 


Em. His brother, Corybreus, 


Is nearer to that title; and he ſays 


He loves me. 
Mile. Does he ſo? then love him beft. 
Em. Imagine I had promiſed, fir, my heart 
To his younger brother. 
Mile. Break a thouſand promiſes, -_ 
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And hazard breaking of thy heart too, wench, 


To be but one degree nearer a queen 

It does exalt my heart; ſpread all thy charms 
Of wit and language, when he courts thee, girl: 
Smile, kiſs, or any thing, that may endear 
Him, and ſo great a fortune: I muſt leave thee, 
But wo? not be long abſent. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, the Bard does preſs to ſee the queen. 
Mil, He muſt not ſee her; 
is inſolence I'll puniſh; yet admit him hither ; 
His pleaſant nature may raiſe mirth 
In my fad daughter. 


| | Enter Bakp. 
Welcozte merry Bard. | 
Bard. J care not whether I be or no: the queen 


T 5 fry oa 
UI. Ke. 


Mile. She's private with the prince: 

Come hither, do'ſt thou ſee that piece of ſulleneſs, 
That phlegmatick foolith thing. 

Bard. And like the father. 

asc. Make her merry, and I'Il give thee 
Gold, joy, to purchaſe a new harp ; hey2's ſome _ 
In earneſt z thou haſt wanton pretty Tongs 
To ſtir the merry thoughts of maids : I'm gone 
To give thee opportunity; my preſence | 
May ſpoil the working of thy mirth; that done, 

Sha't ſpeak with the queen too. 

Bard. Fare you well, fir, and take a knave 
Along W ye. Here's a roſe : 

Sprung out of a thiſtle now: You are ſad, madam, 

En. I have no cauſe of mirth, Bard. 

Bord. What d'ye think of me? 

Em. Think of thee, Bard; I think th' art honeſt, and 
canſt ſhew a pleaſant face, ſometumes, without an over- 
joy within; but, 'tis thy office. 

Bard. 1 know why you are ſo melancholy. 

Em. Pry'thee why do'ſt think, Bard? 

Bard. You want a man. | 


Em. Why, thou art one? 


Bard. 
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Bard. That's more than you know. 
Sings. *Tis lung of men that maias are ſad ; 
Come then, and ſweetly kiſs them, 
T heir lips invite, you will be mad 
To come too late and miſs them. 
In their cheeks are full blown roſes, 
To make garlands, to make poſies: 
He that deſires to be a father, 
Let him make haſte before they fall, and gather : 
You flay too long, and do them wrong: : 
If men would virgins flrive to pleaſe, 
No maid this year ſhould die a' ih green diſeaſe. 
What, are you merry yet ? | 
Em. I am fo far | | 
From being rais'd to mirth, that I incline 
To anger. „ 
Bard. Come, PIl fit you with a ſong, 
A lamentable ballad, of one loſt 
Her maiden-head, and would needs have it cry'd, 
With all the marks, in hope to ha't again. 
Em. You were not ſent to abuſe me ? 
Bard. A dainty air too; I'll but tune my inſtrument. 
Em. No more, or I'll complain: ſure he knows liothing 
of my diſhonour. How mine own thoughts fright me? 
Bard. Now you ſhall hear the ditty. 
Em. Hence, fooliſh Bard. 
Bard ſings. A poor wench was ſighing, and weeping amain, 
| And fain would ſhe have her virginity again, 
| Loft jhe knew not how; in her ſleep (as ſhe ſaid) 
She went to bed pure, but ſhe riſe not a maid: 
She made faſt the door, 
She was certain before 
She laid herſelf down in the bed: 
But when ſhe awaked, the truth is ſtarł naked, 
Oh jhe miſs'd her maiden-head. 
Enter CONALLUS. 
Ha! the young prince; I'll tarry no longer w'ye. 
Now to the queen. | | 
Con. Emeria, pr'ythee do not hide thy face 
From me, *tis more than common ſorrow makes 
Thee look thus : If the queen's misfortunes have 


[ Exit, 


Darken'd 
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Darken'd thy face, I ſuffer too in that. 
If for thyſelf thou weep'ſt, my almoſt ebbing 
Grief thou wilt enforce back, and beget 
New ſeas, in which, made high by one ſtrong ſigh 
Of thine, I meet a wat'ry ſepulcher. 
My mother's fate commands my prief ; but thine, 
A 2 ſuffering, ſince our hearts are one, 
And there wants nothing, but a ceremony, 
To juſtify it to the world. 
m. Call back | 
Your promiſes, my lord, they were ill-placed 
On me, for I have nothing to deſerve em. 
Con. If thou beſt conſtant to thyſelf, and art 
Emeria ſtil! 
Em. That word hath wounded me. 
Con. Why, art not thou thyſelf ? 
Em. I have the ſhape ſtill, 
But not the e part. 
On. Am I fo miſerable, | 
To have my faith ſuſpected, for I dare not 
Think thou canſt fin by any change: What act 
Have I done my Emeria ? or who hath 
Poiſon'd thy pure foul with ſuggeſtion 
Of my revolt? Apoſtaſy I'll call it; 
For, next our gods, thou art my happineſs. 


Em. Now, my dear lord, and let me add thus much, 


In my own part, I never loved you better ; 
Never with more ae wa thoughts, and honour, 
Look'd on you; my heart never made a vow 
So bleſſed in my hopes, as that I gave you, 
And I ſuſpect not yours. | 
Con. What then can make thee, - | 
My Emeria, leis; or me? Thou do) affright —— 
Em. Yes, I am leſs, and have that taken from me 
Hath almoſt left me nothing; or, if any, 
So much unworthy you, that you wad curſe me, 
Should I betray you to receive Emeria. | 
Con. Do not deſtroy me ſo; be plain. 
Em. Then thus 
But, if I drop a tear or two, uy pardon me: 
Did not the ſtory touch myſelf, I ſhould 
Weep for it in another; you did promile 


To 
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To 


The poor lamb, made a prey to the fierce wolf, 
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To m me, my lord. 3 

Gn. T. did, and will. 

Em. Alas, I have loſt.. 

n 

Im. The do at I pronus'd to bring with me. 

Ca Do rakes woakh's PER: 8 | * 

En. Oh, but the treaſure | 

I loſt, you will expect, and ſcorn me ever, 
Becauſe you have it not; yet heaven is witneſs . 
"Tis not my fault, a thief did force it from me; 
Oh! my dear Lord. | 5 

Con. I know not what to fear. 

Speak plainer yet. | 

Em. You'll ſay I am too loud, | 
When TI but whiſper, fir, I am no virgin. 

Gm. Ha! 3 5 

Em, I knew 'twould fright you; but, by all thoſe tears, 
Had not more innocence, or leſs conſent 
To be devour'd, than I to loſe mine honour. 

Con. Why, wert thou raviſt'd ? 

Em. You have named it, fir. | 

Con. The villain, name the villain, ſweet Emeria, 
That I may ſend his leprous ſoul to hell for't, 

And, when he hath confeſs'd the monſtrous fin, 
PII think thee ſtill a virgin, and thou art ſo: 
ty by naming him. 

Em. It will enlarge but your vexation, fir, 
That he's above your anger and revenge; 

For he did call himſelf a god that did it. 

Con. The devil he was; Oh! do not rack, Emeria, 
The heart that honours thee z mack me not, I pr'ythee, - 
With calling him a god; it was a fury, | 
The maſter fiend of darkneſs, and as hot 
As hell could make him, that would raviſh thee. 

Em. If you do think I ever loved you, ſir, 


Or have a foul after my body's rape, 


He named himſelf a god, great Cæancrochi, 

To whom I owe my ſhame and transformation. 
Con. Oh! I am Joſt in miſery and amazement ! [ Exit. 
Em. So; I did ſee before it would afflict him: 


But having given theſe reaſons to Cinallur | 
ing giv e Ire 1 1 
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Fer our divorce, I have provided how 
To finiſh all diſgraces by my death. 
Enter AxchinAce vs. 
F 
off m amt 4 8 A,. L 
= Sr Any L — | 
m. What news with our t peſt? 
Arc. Icome to tell you, heavenly Ceancrochi, 
Of whom I had this day a happy viſion, 


Is pleaſed again to viſit comman 
I ſhould — you. 28 | 
Em. I begin to find 
Some magical i Does he know it ? 


Arc. 1 leave to ſay, how much you are his favourite; 
Be wiſe, and humble, for ſo great a bleſſing. 

Em. This does increaſe my fears, Pve been betray d, 
I live a little longer then; great prieſt, 
M'y words are poor to make acknow 
For fo divine a favour : But I ſhall 


— 
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Arc. He's here, Emeria; 

Never was virgin ſo much honoured. [Exit 
Gr. How is it with my ſweet Bneria? ; 
Em. That queſtion would become an ignorant mortal, 

Whoſe ſenſe would be inform'd ; not Geancrochi, 

| Whoſe eye, at once, can ſee the ſoul of all things. 

Cor. do not a » |; 

To make thee think I doubt, but to maintain 

That form, which men, familiar to ſuch fair ones, uſe 

When they converſe : For I would have my language 

Soft as a lover's. | 

Bu. You are ſtill gracious. 

Cor. This temper is becoming, and thou doſt 

Now appear worthy of our loves and preſence. 

I knew, when thy wiſe ſoul examin'd what 

It was to be the darling to a gods 

Thou would'ſt compoſe thy 7 ures, and reſign 

Thyſelf ta our great will: Which we accept, Pre 


And 
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And pardon thy firſt frailty; tis in us 
Bneria, to tranſlate thee hence to heaven, 
Without thy body's ſeparation, 
P th' twinkling of an eye. But thou ſha't live 
Here, to convince erring mortality, | 
That gods do viſit ſuch religious votaries 
In human form; and thus ſalute *em. 
Em. And thus be anſwer d, with a reſolute heart. 
8 [Stabs him. 
Cor. Oh! thou haſt murder'd me, trumpet, hold. | 
En. _ e od, you are above | 
Theſe wounds : If man, thou haſt deſerved to bleed 
For thy impiety. 
Cor. My blood is puniſh'd 
A curſe upon thy hand, I am no god; 
I am the prince; ſee Gorybrexs. | 
En. Ha! the prince! were you my raviſher, my lord? 
J have done a juſtice to the part ow this, | 
And my own honour. Thou loſt thing to goodneſs; 


It was a glorious wound, and I am proud - 


To be the gods revenger. = 
Gor. Help: Oh! am loft. [He dies. 
Em. Call on the furies, they did help thy fin, 

And will tranſport thy foul on their black wi 

To hell, prince; and the gods can do no leſs, 

Than, in reward, to draw thy purple ſtream up, 

Shed in their cauſe, and place it a portent 

In heaven, to affright ſuch foul laſcivious princes. 

I will live now); this ſtory ſhall not fall fo; 

And yet I muſt not ſtay here. Now, Cnallur, 

I have done ſome revenge for thee in this; 


Let all this wo' not help me to my own 


Again z my honour of a virgin never will 


Return: I live and move, but wanting thee, 


At beſt, I'm but a walking miſery. =} 
Enter RODAMANT reading. 
Rod. My royal love, my lady, and fair miſtreſs 
Such love 3 was ane Tov * in hiſtories. . 
There's love, and love, good. 
The poiſon to my heart Was not ſo cruel, 
As that I cannot hang thee _> that, hang the queen Þ 
2 
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The poiſon to my heart was not ſo cruel, 

As that J cannot hang thee, my rich jewel, 
Within my heart. Oh there's hang, and jewel, and heart, 


and heart, 
Good agam. | 
I am thy conſtant elf, 


And dare, for thy ſweet ſake, go hang _ 
What though I am no lord, yet I am loyal. Ys - 
There's a gingle upon the letter, to ſhew if ſhe will give 
me but an inch, I'll take an ell: Lord and loyal, and 
though no prince, Iam thy ſervant royal. There's no figure 
in that; yes, impoſſibility, ſervant, and royal. 
Then grant him love for love, that doth preſent theſe, 
With Noverint univerſs per preſentes. EE 
There's to ſhew I am a linguiſt, with a rumme in the rime, 
conſiſting of two ſeveral languages, beſide love and love, 
3 ay jet and alabaſter face. Jet becauſe it draws the firaw 
of my heart, and alabaſter, becauſe there is ſome white 
in her face. 
'Thy jet and alabaſter face now calls 
My love and hunger up, to eat ſtene walls. | 
| Bat foI may bite off her noſe, if her face be alabaſter ; but 
ſhe is in priſon ; there it holds, and I may do her ſervice to 
break priſon for her any way. Well, here's enough at a 
time; if ſhe like this, I have an ambling muſe that ſhall 
be at her ſervice: But what ſtumbling block is caſt in my 
way? This is no place to ſleep in, I take it in a ſtory under 
a trundle-bed : I have ſeen theſe cloaths afore now, the 
taylor took meaſure for one of our gods, that made em; 
d' ye hear friend; ha! 'tis the prince Corybreus, dead, 
killd, ha! my lord: he's ſpeechleſs. What were I beſt 
to do? l of ſearching the wound, I'Il firſt r his 
kets: What's here? a bracelet; a pretty toy, UI give it 
the een ; but if I be found here 3 4 — be found 
neeeſſary to his death. Ha! what ſhall I do? 
[ Hides himſef. 
Enter MiLcno, and ſervant. 1 
Mile. My daughter gone abroad, without a ſervant ? 
Serv. I offer'd my attendange. | __ 
Milc. Ha! what's here, one murder'd ? *tis the prince, 
Slain in my houſe, confuſion ; Look about, 1 
* 8 - ar 


ice, 
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Search for the traytor ; I am undone for ever. 
Serv. The prince! I'll take my oath I ſaw him not enter. 
Why thus diſguiſed ? 
Mil. I tremble to look on him; ſeek every where. 
Serv. I gave acceſs to none but Rodamant ; and he is 
one. | 


I. What ſhall we do? remove the murder'd body, 


And, an thy life, be ſilent; we are loſt elſe. 


Attend without, and pive acceſs to none, | 
Till I have thought — way through this affliction. 
Did my ſta owe me this? Oh, I could curſe em; 
And, from my vex'd heart, exhale a vapour 

Of execrations, that ſhould blaſt the day, 


And darken all the world. The prince murder'd 


In my houſe, and the traytor not diſcover d. 


| Enter Servant. 


Serv. One, fir, with a letter. e _ 

Mile. Let him carry it back. Where's the young prince, 
Conallus? | 

Serv. Gone long ſince, fir. 

Mile. I'll lay the murder upon him, 


1t will be thought ambition ; or upon the queen. 


Serv. Sir, one waits 
With a letter from the king. 
Milc. The king? that name | | 
Shoots horror through me now ; who is the meſſenger ? 
Serv. A ſtranger both in habit and in perſon: 
This 1s he, fir, | 
Emer PATRICK. 
Mile. Ha! 


Pat. The king (alutes you; | 


My lord, this pa aks his royal pleaſure. 
Yay have forgot oh but Tee een more 
Familiar to your knowledge: Is there nothing 
Within my face, that doth reſemble once 
A ſlave you had? | | 
Mile. Ha! is your name Patrick: 
Pat. It is, my lord: I made my humble ſuit + 
To th' king, that, by his fayour, I might viſit you; 
And, though I have not now * ſervile tye, 


„ 


It 
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It will not ſhame me to'profeſs I owe | 

Jou duty till, and ſhall, to my beſt power, 

Obey your juſt commands. | | 
Mic. He writ to me, Crd LT 

That I ſhould 5 my art, and, by ſome ſtratagem, 

Diſcharge his life; fu do't, but all this wo? not 

= the ſuſpicion of the prince's death : 

at if I lay the muder to his charge ? 

I can ſwear any thing. But, if he come off, 

My head miſt anſwer; no trick in my brain? 

J are welcome; the king writes you have deſires 

To ſee the queen, you ſhall entreat her preſence. _ 
Pat. The king has honour'd me, 55 
Milc. You have deſerved it. 

And I do count it happineſs to receive | 

Whom he hath graced ; but the remembrance 

Of what you were, adds to the entertainment : 

My old acquaintance, Patrick. a 

Par. You are noble. 


Enter QUEEN and BARD, | 
Alc. The queen? welcome again; come hither, ſirrah. 
Pat. Madam, ] Joy to ſee you, and preſent _ 
My humble _ : Heaven hath heard my prayers, 
I hope, and, if you ſtill preſerve that. goodneſs, 
That did ſo late, and ſweetly ſhine upon you, 
I may not be unwelcome, ſince there is 
Something behind, which I am truſted with, 
To make 155 happier. 
Queen. Holy Patrick, welcome. 
Mile. Obey in every circumſtance : My deſpair 
| ny | [Exit Servant. 
Shall have revenge wait on it. This is, madam, 
A good man, he was once my ſlave; let not 
That title take thy preſent freedom of 
My houſe ; my fortunes, and my fate, I wiſh, 
May have one period with thee ; I ſhall 
Attend you again; I hope we all may live | 
And die together yet. My duty, madam. [ Exit. 
Bard. 1 do not like their whiſpering ; there's ſome miſ- 
chief; he did fo over-act his courteſy ;| I'Il look about us. 
Pat. Do, honeſt bard. Oh! madam, it you knew = 
- * 3 ; , : e 
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The difference, betwixt my faith and your 


Religion, the grounds and progreſs of 

What we profeſs, the ſweetneſs, certainty, 

And full rewards of virtue, you would hazard, 

Nay, loſe the glory of ten thouſand worlds, 

Like this, to be a chriſtian, and be bleſ&d 

To lay your life down (but a moment, on 

Which our eternity depends) and through 

Torture, and ſeas of blood, contend, to reach 

That bleſſed viſion at laſt, in which 

Is all that can be happy, and perfection. 4 : 
Enter BARD. SE 


Queen. I have a ſoul moſt willing to be taught. 

Bard. Oh, madam! fire! help! we are all loſt! 
The houſe is round about on fire ! the doors 
Are barr'd and lock'd ! there is no going forth! 
We ſhall be burnt, and that will ſpoil = ſinging: 
My voice hath been recover'd from a cold; 
But fire will ſpoil it utterly. 

Enter VicToR. 


Ang. Vid. Have no dread, holy Patrick, all their malice 
Shall never hurt thy perſon; heaven doth loox 


With ſcorn upon their treachery, thou art 


Reſerved to make this nation glorious, 
By their converſion to the chriſtian faith, | 
Which ſhall, by blood of many martyrs, grow, 
Till it be called the iſland of the ſaints: 
Look up, and ſee what thou obſerveſt; 
Milcho throwing his treaſures into the flames. 

Mil. Patrick, thou art caught; inevitable flames 
Muſt now devour thee; thou art my ſlave again; 
There is no hope to ſcape: How I do glory, 


That, by my policy, thou ſhalt conſume, | 


Though I be made a ſacrifice with thee 

To our great gods; ha, ha, the queen: Bard, 

You will be execllent roaſt meat for the devil. 
Pat. Hear me. | . 
Mile. I chooſe to leap into theſe fires, - 

Rather than hear thee preach thy curſed faith, 

Y are ſure to follow me; the king will praiſe 


My 
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My laſt act yet; thus I give up my breath, 
Ani ſacrifice you all Ser Hz ſon's death. [He burns himſelf. 
Pat. Oh tyrant! cruel to thyſelf z but we 
Muſt follow our bleſt guide, and holy guardian: 
Lead on, good angel; fear not, virtuous queen; 
A black night may beget a ſmiling morn, 
At worſt, to die; tis eaſier than be born. [Exeun. 


Recorders. The altar prepared, with Fx Rochus and 
ENDARIUS, 4s before. KINe, ConaLLus, ARCH1- 
macus, PRIMST, ETHNz, FEDELLA, 4 ſacrifice of 
chri bbod. GE | 


Arc. Great Fove and Mars, appeaſed be 
With blood, which we now offer thee; 
Drain d from a chriſtian's heart, our firft 
Oblation of that ſe& accurſt; - 

And may we to the altar bring 
Patrick, our ſecond offering, 5 
The father of this tribe, whoſe blood, 
Thus ſhed, will do this iſland good. 
The you allow what we preſent ; 
* 8 2 ſent 

On ove an rs, now br 

| . Song at the altar. 

Look down, great Jove, and god of war, 
A new ſacrifice is laid 
On your altars, richer far, i 
what in aromatic heaps we paid: 
No curled ſmoke we ſend, 
With perfumes to befriend 
T be arooping air, the cloud 
We offer, is exhaled from blood, 
More ſhining than your tapers are, 
, And every drop is worth a flax. 
x Were there no red in heaven, from the torn heart 
1 Of chriſtians, we that colour could impart, 
And, with their blood, ſupply thoſe crimſon ſtreaks . 
That dreſs the ſky, when the fair morning breaks. 
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Titer Rob AAN T, and whiſpers the KiNe, who falleth 
|  #pon the ground. | 


Con. Father. T4 
Arc. The _ 53 | | 
Leo. Away. Let not my daughters ſtir from hence: 
Is this reward, you gods! for my devotion. 
8 [ Exit with Conallus. 

Are. No more: I could not, by my art, foreſee 
This danger. 

a , r 2 ſeem'd much troubled, 

Arc. I muſt appear a ſtranger to all ges. 
Be not diſturb'd 2 8 charge; 1 | 
The free delights of hfe, white they are preſented 
In theſe your lovers: Sirrah, make faſt the door, 
_ _ mach PI follow the ſad ki ; 

d. No miſery can happen, while I thus 
Embrace (par : ; 

Eth. And I, ſafe in the arms 
Of my dear ſervant. 

End. You make it heaven by gracing me. 

Fer. But why have we ſo long 
Delay'd our bleſt enjoyings, thus content 
With words, the ſhadows of our happineſs. 

Rod. So, ſo, here's fine devotion in the temple : 

But where's my bracelet, let me ſee? * | 

Fer. Where's Rodamant? 

Rod. Am I inviſible again? Is this the trick on't. 

Fer. The door is ſafe; come, my dear princely miſtreſs, 


(Exit. 


And, with the crown of love, reward your ſervant. 


Fed. What's that? 
Fer. Fruition of our joys. 


Fa. Is not this 8 

Delight enough, that we converſe, and ſmile, Hs 
And kiſs, Ferochus, { Rodamant kiſs Fedella. 
Who's that ? 


Fer. Where, madam ? 

Fed. I felt another lip. | 1 5 
Fer. Than mine? here's none; try it again: 
Why ſhould her conſtitution be ſo cold? 5 
I would not loſe more opportunities. | | 
Love, ſhoot a flame, like mine, into her boſom. N 

| NY 


5$ St. PATRICK for Ireland. 


Etb. Who's that, Endarius, that kifs'd me now? 
End. None, ſince you bleſt my lip with a touch, madam, 
My brother is at play with your fair ſiſter. 
Ab. I felt a beard. | 
End. A beard? that's ſtrange. 
Rod. You ſhall feel ſomething elſe too. [ He ftrikes Endarius, 
End. Why that unkind blow, madam? 
Eth. What means m * ? RY 
Rod. Now to m 
Nr. Oh, I r ne duell | rn ever in this boſom 
But is there nothing elſe for us to taſte ? 
9 [Rodamant pubs Ferochus by the noſe. 
0 


Fed. What's the matter ? | 
| Fer. Something has almoſt torn away my noſe. 
Endarius? 
End. What ſays my brother ? 
Er. Did you pull me by the noſe ? 
End. I moved not hence. | 
Did you kick me, brother? | 
Fed. We have troubled fancies, ſure; here's no body 
But: ourſelves ; the doors, you ſey, are ſafe. 
Fer. Wo' not that prompt you to ſomething elle?” 
Fed. I dare not n ben you 
What blood is that thee? 
Rod. You want a 4 young gentleman. 
Fer. Mine? Blood I felt ſomethi | that like a flie 
Glanced o' my cheek : | 
hw 8 you that fine beard, 
a one fide, brother, ha, ha. 
Tab. Is not this ſtrange, ſiſter ; how came our ſervants 
So bloody ? 


Fer. Again. I pr'ythee leave this fooling with my face, 


I ſhall be an 
End. I to d you not. 
Rod. Another wipe for you. 
Eb. Some ſpirit ſure: 
I cannot contain laughter: what a raw head my ſervant 


has? 
Fed. len 
Rod. Put me to k 2 1 


them honeft, and now will be vaſible again. * 
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Fer. Rodamant. 3 8 
Rod. Here: I was aſleep, but this noiſe waked me, 
Ha? you done with the ladies? | 
Open the doors. 1 L Viibia 
Enter PxIIS T. | 
Prieft. We are undone, my lords ; the king is coming 
In fury back again, with fall reſolve | _ | 
To break theſe images z his ſon 1s ſlain, 
And py LY en in _— houſe, 
And he wi revenged upon the gods, 
He ſays, that would not ſave his el ſon: 
I fear he will turn chriſtian: Archimagus 
Is under guard, and brought along to ſee 
This execution done; no art can fave you. 
Zh. We are loſt too, for ever, in our honours. 
Leo. Break down the temple doors. (Within. 
Prief. He's come already, we are all loſt, madam. 
Fr. Tear off theſe antick habits, quickly; brother, 
Do you the ſame. More blood upon our faces. 
Oh, my Fedela, ſomething may preſerve us 
To meet again: Endarius, fo, ſo, open. 


Enter KiNG, ARCH1MaAcvs, Guard. FeRocuvs, Ex- 
DARIUS, confidently mees the king. 


Leo. Ha! keep off, more horrors to affright me, 
I muſt confeſs I did command your deaths 
Unjuſtly, now my ſon is murder'd for it. 
Fer. Oh do not pull more wrath foom heaven upon you. 
Love, innocence, the gods have thus revenged 
s In your ſon's tragedy : Draw not a greater 
| Upon yourſelf and this fair iſland, by 
ce, Threat hing the temples, and the gods themſelves ; 
| Look on them ſtill with humble reverence, 
Or greater puniſhments remain for you | 
To ſuffer ; and our ghoſts ſhall never leave 8 
To fright thy conſcience, and, with thouſand ſtings, 
ant Afflict thy ſoul to madneſs and deſpair: 
| Be patient yet, and proſper ; and let fall 
Thy anger on the chriſtians, that elſe 
wil poiſon thy fair king dom : 
King. Ha, Archimagus, canſt thou forgive me, 


And 
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And ſend thoſe fpirits hence? 1 
Are. I can, great Sir. a 
You, troubled ſpirits, I command you leave 
The much diſtracted king; return, and ſpeedily, 
To ſleep within the boſom of the ſea, 
Which the king's wrath, and your {ad fates, aſſign ye; 
And, as you move to your expecting monument 5 
The waves again, no frown appear upon you, 
But glide away in peace. | | 
End. Fer. We do obey 
Great prieſt, and vaniſh, [ Exeunt. 
Etch. Are they gone, Fedella? © | 
| talk of woman's wit at a dead lift, 
This was above our brains; I love him for't, 
And wiſh my in's arms now to reward him; 
I ſhould find him no ghoſt o my conſcience : 
But where ſhall we meet next. ' 
Fed. Let us away. [Exeunt. 
King. Art ſure they are gone, Archimagus; my fears 
So leave me, and religion once again 
Enters my ſtubborn heart, which dared to mutiny 
And quarrel with the gods; Archimagus, - 
Be near again, we will redeem our raſhneſs, 
* grubbing up thoſe chriſtians, that begin 
infect us, and our kingdom. 
Arc. This becomes you; 
And, if you pleaſe to hear me, I dare promiſe 
The ſpeedy ruin of them all. 
King. Th' art born | 
To make us happy; how, my dear Archimagus? 
Arc. This iſland, fir, is full of dangerous ſerpents, 
Of toads, and other venemous deſtroyers : 
I will, from every province of this kingdom, 
Summon theſe killing creatures, to devour him 
My prayer, and power of the gods, fear not, 
Will dot; by whom inſpired, I propheſy 
- Patrick's deſtruction. | 
King. I embrace my prieſt ; 
Do this, and I'll forget my ſon, and die; 
And ſmile to ſee this chriſtian's tragedy. [ Exennt. 
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Enter two Soldiers. 


| 11. Solder. 
O, fo, we are like to have a fine time on't; we may 
et more by every chriſtian we have the grace to catch, 
than by three months pay againſt our poten! arena 

2d Sold. And their noddles be ſo precious, would all my 
kindred were chriſtians; I would not leave a head to wag 
upon a ſhoulder of our generation, from my mother's ſucking 
pig at her nipple, to my great grandfather's coſhering in 
the peaſe-ſtraw, How did that fellow look whoſe throat 
we cut laſt ? ; 

12 Sold. nes and like a chriſtian ; would the fellow, 
they call Patrick, had been in his place, we had been 
made for ever. 7 

24 Sold. Now are we of the condition of ſome great 
men in office, that deſire execution of the laws, not ſo much 
to correct offences, and reform the common-wealth ; as to 
thrive by their puniſhment, and grow rich and fat with a 
lean conſcience. But I have walk'd and talk d myſelf 
hungry; pr'ythee open the ſecrets of thy knap-ſack, before 
we build any more projects; let's ſee what ſtore of belly- 
timber we have. Good, very good Pagan fcod: ſit down, 
and let our ſtomachs confer a while. | 


| Enter RoDAMANr. 
Rod. My royal love is roaſted ; ſhe died of a burning 


fever; and ſince poiſon wo' not work upon me, I am re- 
ſolved to look out the moſt convenient tree in this wood to 
hang myſelf: And becauſe I will be ſure to hang without 
moleſtation, or cutting down, which is a diſparagement to 


an able and willing body, I will hang inviſible, that no 


body may ſee me, and 3 my hempen meditations. 


But who are theſe? a brace of man-killers a mounching; 
now I think what a long journey I am going, as far as to 
another world, it were not amiſs to take proviſion along 
with mez when I come to the trick of hanging, I may 
weigh the better, and eg” out of my pain: bracelet, 


lick 
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tick to me; by your leave, gentlemen, what's your ordi- 


ER Sold. Who's that? . | 
Rod. A friend, my brace of Hungarians ; one that is no 
foldier ; but will juſtify he has a ſtomach in a juſt cauſe, and 

can fight tooth and nail, with any fleſh that oppoſes me. 
ad Sold. I can fee no body. 5 
Rod. I will knock your pate, fellow in arms, and to help 
you to ſee, open the eyes of your underſtanding, with 2 
wooden inſtrument that I have. | WE 
ff Sold. I ſee nothing but a voice; ſhall I ſtrike it? 
ad Sold. No, tis ſome ſpirit ; take heed and offend it 
not; I never knew any man ſtrike the devil, but he put 
out his neck-bone, or his ſhoulder-blade ; let him alone, it 
_ be the ghoſt of ſome uſurer that kick'd up his heels in 
a dear year; and died upon a furfeit of ſhamrochs and 
cheeſe-parings. 5 
Enter Euk RIA. 


1 Sold. Who's this; a woman alone? 
ad Sold. And handſome; what makes ſhe in this wood? 
we'll divide. | 
IR Sold. What, the woman? | . 
24 Sold. No; Til have her body, and thou ſhalt have 
her clothes. = 
Em. I know not where I am; this wood has loſt me; 
But I ſhall never more be worth the finding : 
I was not wiſe to leave my father's houſe , 
For here I may be made a prey to rapine, 
Or food to cruel beaſts. | 
2d Sold. Na, you ſhall find that we are men; what think 
you? which of us two have you moſt mind to laugh and lie 
down withal. | | ' 
Em. Protect me, ſome good power; more raviſhers ! 
2d Sold. We are ſoldiers, and not uſed to complement ; 
be not coy, but anſwer. | 
- ; Sold. We are but two, you may ſoon make a choice. 
od. You ſhall find that we be three; are you fo hot? 
if Sold. Come, humble yourſelf behind that tree, or — 
m. Are you a man? | 
.1 Sold. Never doubt it; I have paſs'd for a man in 
my days. | | 
g 24 Sold. 
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againſt the fleſh ? 


Now to my buſineſs of hanging again. 
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24 Sold. Oh, my ſkull! | 
1 Sold. What's the matter? | | 
Em. Where ſhall I hide myſelf? [Hides herſelf. 
| Rod. Your comrade will expect your company in 
next ditch. | | 
24 Sold. Are you good at that? 
[The ſecond Soldier ftrikes the firft, and Rodamant both. 
1ft Sold. What doſt thou mean? | 
24 Sold. What do I mean? what doſt thou mean to 
beat my brains out ? | 
Y 1ſ Sold, I! hold, it is ſome ſpirit, and we fight with 
e air. 
Rod. Cannot a mare come into the ground, but you muſt 
be leaping, you ſtone horſes ? 
24 Sold. My ſkull is as tender as a Mullipuff. 
1ſt Sold. He has made a cullice of my ſconce; hold, 
dear friend! | 
24 Sold. Has the devil no more wit than to take part 


1/t Sold. The devil may have a mind to her himſelf, 
let him have her. | 


2d Sold, If I come back, let me be gibb . 
„„ [ Exeunt reeling. 
Rod. Now lady — what, is ſhe inviſible too? Ha! weil, 
let her ſhift for herſelf, I have tamed their concupiſcence. 


Enter Spirit. 


I do like none of theſe trees; the devil is at my elbow 
now; I do hear him whiſper in mine ear, that any tree 
would ſerve, if I would but give my mind to it. Let me 
conſider, what ſhall I get by hanging of myſelf, now it 
will be to no purpoſe? a halter will be but caſt away ; by 


your leave —I would not have you much out of the way, 


becauſe here are trees that other men may hold convenient. 
— Oh, my wriſt: *Tis a ſpirit. Sweet devil, you 

have it, the bracelet is at your ſervice. Have I all my 
gs A pox on his fangs; now o my conſcience I am 
viſible again; if the ſoldiers ſhould meet with me now, 
whom I have pounded, what caſe were I in? I feel a di- 
ſtillation, and would be heartily beaten to ſave my life. 


FL - Enter 
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Bier CoN AT tus and Euk RIA. 


Here's one, for ought I know, may be as dangerous: A 
x of deſpair that brought me hither to chooſe my gal- 
ws ; would I were at home in an embroider'd clout. — Pl 

fneak this way. 5 Exit. 
En. I am no ghoſt, but the ſame loſt Emeria, 

My lord, you left me. 5 
Con. Did not the flames devour thee ? 

Em. I felt no flame, but that which my revenge 

Did light me to, for my abuſed honour. 

Con. Oh! ſay that word again: Art thou revenged 

Upon thy raviſher? It was a god, 

Thou told'ſt me. 

En. But he found the way to death: 
And when I name him, you will either not 

Believe me, or compaſſion of his wounds 

Will make you print as many in my breaſt : 

He was — 
Con. Say; fear not, wronged Emeria; 

Cen any heart find compaſſion for his death, 

That murder'd the ſweet peace of thy chaſte boſom ? 


Ob! never 3 I ſhall bleſs that reſolute hand, 


That was fo juſt, fo pious ; and when thou haft 
Aſſured, that he, which play'd the ſatyr with thee, 
Is out o th' world, and kill'd fuſfciently, | 
(For he that robb'd thee, hath deſerved: to die, 
To the extent of his wide fin) Pl kiſs, 
And take thee in mine arms, Emeria, 
And lay thee up, as precious to my love, 
As when our vows met, and our yielding boſoms 
Were witneſs to the contract of our hearts. 
Em. It was your brother Corybreus, ſir: 
That name unties your promile. 

Con. Ha! my brother? 5 a 
Sweet, let me pauſe a little, I am loft elle. 
Em. I did not well to enlarge his ſorrow thus: 
Though I can hope no comfort in this world, 


He might live happy, if I did not kill him, 
With hep iet on grief thus. 
Cen. He is [lam then. © 5 


out 


u. If you will, ſir, revenge his death, you * 


A. 


© — 1 = 


at 
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Point your wrath here, and I will thank you for't; 
Though you ſhould be a day in killing me, 
I ſhould live ſo much longer to forgive you. 
This weak hand did not tremble 5. — it killd him, 
And it came timely to prevent, I fear, : 
The ſecond part of horror he had meant 
To act upon me. 
Gon. Wou'd he had took my life, 


When he aſfail'd thy chaſtity, ſo thou 


Had'ſt been preſerved : I cannot help all this. 
Did it not grieve thee, he deſerved to die, ha! 


Em. I took no joy, ſir, in his tragedy. 
Con. That done, thou fled'ſt. 
Em. I left my father's houſe, 
And found no weight hung on my feet for giving 


His luft the. bloody recompence. 


Con. Thou art ha 


y : | 
The gods directed 10 to fly, Eneria; 


Thou hadſt been loſt elſe with my brother's aſhes, 
And my dear mother, whom the hungry flames 
Devour'd, ſoon after thy departure. | 

Em, How ! WS. 

Con. I know not by what malice, or misfortune, 


Thy father's houſe was bum'd ; and in it he 


Did meet his funeral fire too, ha! Emeris. 
Enter St. PaTRIcx, QUEEN, and BARD. 


Bard. Your company's fair, but I'll leave you in a wood; 


I could like your religion well; but thoſe rules of faſting, 
prayer, and ſo much penance, will hardly fit my conſti- 
tution. #5 
Pat. Tis nothing to win heaven. 
Bard. But you do not conſider, that I ſhall loſe my pen- 
fon, my penſion from the king; there's a buſineſs. 
teen. Do not I leave more? : 
Bard. I confeſs it; and you will get leſs by the bargam 
but you, that have been uſed to hunger, and nothing to 
live upon, may make the better ſhift, The leſs you eat, 
8 ſay, will make the ſoul fat; but I havę a body wo' not 
uſed ſo: J muſt drink, and go warmy and make much 
of my voice ; I cannot do much good upon water and ſal- 
lads; keep your diet-drink to yourſelves; I am a kind of 
| 04 ftaooliſn 
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fooliſh -courtier, Patrick; with us, wine and women are 
provocatives ; long tables and ſhort graces are phyſical, 
and in faſhion.” PII take my leave, madam ; no chriſtian 
et, as the world goes; perhaps, hereafter, when my voice 
is weary of me, I may grow weary of the world, and 
ſtoop to your ordinary, ſay my prayers, and think how to 
die, when my living is taken from me; in the mean 
time | 
Sings Ineither will lend, nor borrow, 
Old age will be here to morrow, 
is pleaſure we are made for, 
When death comes all is paid for : 
No matter what's the bill of fare, 
Tl take my cup, I'll take no care. 
Be wiſe, and ſay you had warning, 
To laugh is better than learning, 
To wear no cloathes, not neat is, 
But hunger is good where meat is. 
Side me wine, give me a wench, 
Ana let her parrot talk in French. 
tt is a match worth the making, 
To keep the merry thought waking : 
A ſong is better than faſting, 
And ſorrow's not worth the tafling. 
Then keep your brain light as you can, 
An ounce of care will kill a man. 
And ſo I take my leave. 15 [B. 
Con. Ha! do I ſee the queen, Emeria? 
Pat. Alas, poor Bard the flatteries of this world 
Hath chain d his ſenſe: thus many ſelf- loving natures, 
Priſon'd in miſts and errors, cannot ſee ; 
The way abroad that leads to happineſs, 
Or truth, whoſe beamy hand ſhould guide us in it. 
What a poor value do men ſet on heaven! 
Heaven, the perfection of all that can 
Be ſaid, or thought, riches, delight, or harmony, 
Health, beauty; and all theſe not ſubject to 
The waſte of time; but, in their height eternal, 
Loſt for a penſion, or poor ſpot of earth, | 
Favour of greatneſs, or an hour's faint pleaſure : 
As men, in ſcorn of a true flame that's near, 
Should run to light their taper at a glow-worm. 
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Con. Tis ſhe, and the good. biſhop. Patrick with her! 
Pat. Madam, the prince Conallus. 
Con. Oh! let me kneel to you, and then to heaven, 
That hath preſerved. you ſtill to be my mother; 
For I believe you are alive ; the fire 
Hath not defaced this monument of ſweetneſs. 
Queen. My bleſſing, and my prayers, be ſtill my child's. 
It was the goodneſs, fon, of holy Patrick, 
That reſcued me from. thoſe impris' ning flames. 
You ſpeak of; his good angel was our conduct. | 
Con. To him that can diſpenſe ſuch bleſſings, mother, 
I muſt owe duty, and thus kneeling, pay it: 
May angels ſtill be near you. | | 
Pat. Riſe, Conallus: 
My benediction on thee; be but what 
Thy mother is, a chriſtian, and a guard 
Of angels ſhall attend thee too: the fire 
We walk'd upon ſecure, and, which is greater, 
*Scaped the immortal flames, in which black ſouls, 


After their ill- ſpent lives, are bound to ſuffer. 


Con. Sir, you ſhall ſteer me, and my mother's bleſt 
Example, will become my imitation, | 
But there's a piece of ſilent miſery: 


Is worth your comfort, mother, and his counſel z 


She is, I dare not name how much diſhonour'd, 
And' ſhould have been the partner of my boſom, 
Had not a cruel man forbid my happineſs, 
And on that fair and innocent table pour d 
Poiſon, above the dragon's blood, or vipers. 
Zn. My humbleſt duty, madam, 
Pat. Dichu's cell Ty 
Is not far off; pleaſe you attend the queen; 
We are bent thither. 
Con. Yes: and as we walk, 
III tell you a fad ſtory of my brother 
And this poor virgin. . 
Pat. Come, T'll lead the way. | 
Queen. With ſuch a guide we cannot fear to ſtray. [Exe 


Enter FeROCHvus, and ENDARIVS. 


Fer. Where are we yet, Endarins ? 
End. I cannot ID 
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Inform you more, than that we are in the wood ſtill. 
Fer. And we are loſt ; our fear to die i th' ſight 

Of men, hath brought us hither with our blood 

To quench the thirſt of wolves : Or worſe, to ſtarve. 
End. We are in no fear to be apprehended 

Where none inhabit. F 
Fr. Now, that luſt is puniſn d, 

Which fed our hope, if we had ſtaid i th' temple 

To have polluted it with foul embraces: 

How wearineſs, with travel, and ſome faſting, 

Will tame the fleſh. - | 
End. Stay, here's a cave. 
Fr. Take heed, | | 

It may be a lion, or a fierce wolf's den; 

How nature trembles at the thought of death : 

Though it be preſt down with the weight of life. 
End. 1 dare not enter; a new fear invades me. 
Fer. The worſt is welcome ; with our clamour, rouſe 

Whatever doth inhabit here; or man, 

Or beaſt, appear, if any ſuch dwell in 

This cave? We can meet charity, or death. 


Enter Dichu. 


Die. What voice, with ſo much paſſion, calls me forth. 

Ha! be my protection, good heaven! 
My ſons, my murder'd ſons, with ghaſtly looks, 
And bruiſed limbs; why do you come to me thus 
To fright my wither' d eyes? alas! I was innocent; 
It was the king, not I, commanded your 
Untimely death; I have wept for ye, boys, 
And conſtantly before the fun awaked, - 
When the cold dew drops full upon the ground, 
As if the morn were diſcontented too. 
My naked feet o'er many a rugged ſtone 
Hath walk d, to drop my tears into the ſeas, 
For your ſad memories. | | 

Fer. We are no ſpirits, but your living ſons; 
- Preſerved, without the — of the king, 


By Archimagus, till a new misfortune 

Compell'd us hither to meet death, we fear, 

In want of food. CER. | 
Dic. Are ye alive? come in; 


St. PATRICK for Treland 63 


It is no time to be inquiſitive; 

My Bleſſing, I have ſomething to refreſh you; 
Courſe fare, but ſuch as will keep out ſad famine: 
Humble yourſelves and enter, my poor boys, 
You'll wonder at the change; but we to heaven 
Do climb, with loads upon our ſhoulders born, 
Nor muſt we tread on roſes, but on thorn. [ Exeunt, 


Emer St. PaTRICK, Queen, CONALLUS, EMpRIA. 


Pat. Now we approach the hermit Dichw's cell: 
Are you not weary, madam ? 

een. Not yet, father, 
In ſuch religious company. 

Pat. You were not | 
Uſed to this travel; how does my new ſon, 
And ſweet Emeria ? | 

Con. I am bleſt on all ſides. | 

Em. You have quieted the tempeſt in my ſoul, 
And in this holy peace I muſt be happy. 

Pat. You will be ſpouſe to an eternal bridegroom, 
And lay the ſweet foundation of a rule, 

That after ages, with devotion, . 
Shall praiſe and follow. You are, fir, reſerved 
To blef this kingdom With your pious governments 
Your crown ſhall flouriſh, and your blood poſſeſs 

The throne you ſhall leave glorious : This nation 
Shall, in a fair ſucceſſion thrive, and grow 

Up the world's academy, and diſperſe, 

As the rich ſpring of human and divine | 
Knowledge, clear ſtreams to water foreign kingdom, 
Which ſhall be proud to owe what they poſleſs. 
In learning, to this great all-nurſing iſtand. 

Con. May we be worthy of this propheſy. 

Pat. Diſcourſe hath made the way leſs tedious ; 
We have reach'd the cell already, which is much 
Too narrow to contain us ; but, beneath 
Theſe trees, upon their cool and pleaſing ſhades, 
You may fit down; I'll call upon my convert: 
Dichu, my penitent, come forth, I pray, | 
And entertain ſome gueſts I have brought tuther,, 
'Fhat deſerve welcome. 


ö St. PATRICK for Ireland. | 


_ Enter Dicuv. 


Dic. I obey that voice. 


Pat. The queen, and prince, and Mi/chv's 
Gain'd to our 


Dic. 


daughter, 
x vey 
Let my knee ſpeak 


My duty, though I want words for my joy; 
Ten thouſand welcomes; I have . too, 
You'll wonder to ſalute, my ſons, not dead, 


As we ſuppoſe, by heavenly 


I hope, 


hn, Sc hdd — re 


Pat. And a preface to 


rovidence, 


reſerved to be made bleſ by you. 
They are here. 


Enter FeRocuvs and ENDAR2vS. 


Your duties to the queen and prince, 
Then to this man, next to our great preſerves, 
The patron of us all. 

Pat. A happy meeting: 
I muſt rejoice to ſee you ſafe, and here: 
But tell us by what ſtrange means, all this while, 
You have been preſerved ? fit down. 

Gon. What muſic's this? | 


O. MIT;o hoawaeantey 


oy 


ſome meſſa 


[Soff 


age, 


Or Wily of heaven; be filent, and attend it: 
Such harmony as this did wait upon 
el Näbor, when he firſt appear' d, 

And did reveal a treaſure under ground, 

With which I bought my freedom, when J kept 
Unhappy Mikho's ſwine z heaven's will be done. 
What, all aſleep already? holy dreams 

Poſſeſs your fancy ; I can wait no longer. 


Enter Vic rok, and other Angels. 


My 


me. 


SONG. 


Down from the skies, 


Commanded by the power that ties 
The world and nature in 4 chain, 
Ve come, we come, a glorious train, 


To wait on thee, 


And make thy perſon 


danger- f. 7 ee . 


virtuous 


mußt. 
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Heart wiilt we fag, hh 
And keep time with our golden wing, 
To fhew how earth and heaven agree, 
| _ What echo riſes to our harmony: 
Vie. Holy Patrick, ſleep in peace, 
Whilft I thy guardian, with theſe 
My fellow angels, wait on thee, 1 
For thy defence: A troop, I ſee, 
Of ſerpents, vipers, and whate'er 
Doth carry killing poiſon, here 
Summon d by art, and power of hell; 
But thou ſhalt ſoon their fury quell, 
And, by the ſtrength of thy command, 


Thoſe creatures ſhall forſake the land, 1 
And creep into the ſea; no more 
To live upon the 7b ſhore. 
Once more then, 

| 8 O Fa G. 7 

Patrick, ſeep; oh] ſleep a while, 
| And wake the patron of this iſle. 
* Enter KiNG, Axchink eus, and other Priefts. 


Arc. Your perſon ſhall be ſafe; fear not, great fir, 
I have directed all their ſtings and poiſon : 
See where he ſleeps; if he eſcape this danger; 
Let my life, with ſome horrid circumſtance, 
End in this place, and carry all your curſes. 


Enter Serpents, &c. creeping. 
What think you of theſe creeping executioners ? 9 
Do they not move as if they knew their errand ? | 
King. My queen! my ſon, Conallus ! Dichu! ha! | 
And the ſtill wandering ghoſts of his two ſons ! | 
Arc. They are alive, fir. | 
King. Ha! who durſt abuſe us? 


Prieft. Will you not have compaſſion of the queen, 
And the prince, fir? 


King. How met they to converſe ? 
Arc. They are all chriſtians. 

King. Let the ſerpents then | 

Feed upon all, my powerful Archimagus. : | 

> | P af. 
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Pat. In van is all your malice, art, and power, 

Againſt their lives, whom the great hand of heaven 

Deigns to protect; like wolves, you undertake 

A quarrel with the moon, and waſte your anger: 

Nay, all the ſhafts your wrath directeth hither, 

Are ſhot againſt a brazen arch, whoſe vault, 

Impenetrable, ſends the arrows back, _ 

To print juſt wounds on your own guilty heads, 

Theſe ſerpents, (tame, at firſt, and innocent, 

Until man's great revolt from grace releaſed 

Their duty of creation) you have brought, 

And arm'd againſt my life all theſe can I 

Approach, and without trembling, walk upon; 

Play with their ſtings, which, though to me not dangerous, 

I could, to your deſtruction, turn upon 

Yourſelves, and puniſh with too late repentance. 

But you ſhall live, and what your malice meant 

My ruin, I will turn to all your ſafeties, . 

And you ſhall witneſs: Hence, you frightful monſters, 

Go hide, and bury your deformed 3 

For ever in the ſea; from this time be 5 

This iſland free from beaſts of venomous natures: 

The ſhepherd ſhall not be afraid hereafter, 

To truſt his eyes with ſleep upon the hills; 

The travellers ſhall have no ſuſpicion, - 

Or fear, to meaſure with his wearied limbs 

The filent ſhades; but walk, through every brake, 

Without more guard than his own innocence. 

The very earth and wood ſhall have this bleſſing 

(Above what other chriſtian nations boaſt) 

Although tranſported where theſe 7 5 5 live 

And multiply, one touch ſhall ſoon deſtroy em. 
King. Lee how they all obey him, Archimagus. 
Arc. Confuſion! All my art is trampled on. 

Can neither man, nor beaſt, nor devil hurt him ? 

Support me, fellow-prieſts ; I fink, I feel 

The ground bend with my weight upon it, ha! 

The earth is looſe in the foundation, | 

And ſomething heavy as the world doth hang 

Upon my feet, and weigh me to the center. 

A fire, a dreadful fire is underneath me, 

And all thoſe fiends, that were my ſervants here, 


The blood of martyrs is the churches ſeed. 
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Look like tormentors, and all ſeem to ſtrive 
Who firſt ſhall catch my falling fleſh upon 
Their burning pikes : There is a power above 
Our gods, I fee too late. I fall, I fall, 
And, in my laſt deſpair, I curſe you all. 
King. Patrick, the king will kneel to thee. 
Pat. Oh! riſe, | | 
And pay to heaven that duty. 
King. Can'ft thou forgive? 
Let me embrace you all, and freely give 
What I deſire from this good man, a pardon, 


Thou ſhalt no more ſuſpect me, but poſſeſs 


All thy deſires. The ground is ſhut again: 
Where now is Archimagus 2 How I ſhake, 
And court this chriſtian out of fear, not love? 
Once more viſit our palace, holy father. 

The ſtory of your ſons, and what concerns 
Your eſcape, madam, we will know hereafter z 
P th' mean time be ſecure. 

End. Fer. We are your creatures, 

Omnes. Our prayers and duty. 

Pat. I ſuſpect him ſtill, | 
But fear not; our good angels ſtill are near us: 
Death at the laſt can but unty our frailty; 
Twere happy for our holy faith to bleed: 


* 1 N 


[Saab, 


[ Exeunt Omnes, 
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